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Prologue 
Ools, which each Man meets m bis Diſh each Day, 

IN Are yet the great Repalio's of a Play ; 

In which to Poets you but juſt appear, 

To frize that higheſt which coſt them ſo dear : 

Fops in the Town more eaſily will paſs : 

One Story makes a ſtatutable Js ; 

But ſuch in Plays muſt be much thicker ſown, 

Like Yelks of Eggs, a dozen beat to one. 

Obſerving Poets all their Walks invade, 

As Men watch Woodcocks gliding through a Glade : 

Had when they have enough for Comedy, 

They ftow their ſeveral Bodies in a Þye : 

The Poet's but the Cook to faſhion it, 

For, Gallants, you your ſelves have found the Wit. 


Ti bid you welcome would your Bounty wrong, 
None welcome thoſe who bring their Cheer along. 
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THE... 


NAMES 


OF-T-HE 


PERSONS 


Ord Dartmouth, In Love with Mrs. Chriſtian. 


Mr. Moody, The Swaſh-Buckler. 
Sir Martin Mary-all, A Fool. 


Warner, His Man. 

Sir John Swallow, A Kentiſh Knight. 

Lady Dupe, _ The Old Lady. 

Mrs. Chriſtian, Her young Niece. 

Mrs. Mulliſent, The Swaſh-Buckler's Daughte:. 
Roſe, Her Maid. | 


Mrs. Preparation, Woman to the Old Lady. 
Other Servants, Men and Women. 
A Carrier. 


Baylifls. 


The SC E N E Covent-Garde:: : 
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Sr MARTIN MARR-ALL: 
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AC-T-1, 


Enter Warner ſolus. 


Here the Devil is this Maſter of minc ? He 
is ever out of the way when he ſhould 
do himſelf good. This *tis to ſerve 8 
Coxcomb, one that has no more Brains 
than juſt thoſe I carry for him. Well]! 

of all Fops commend me to him for the greateſt ; he's ſo opinion'd 

of his own Abilities, that he 1s ever deſigning ſomewhat, and yet he 
ſows his Stratagems ſo ſhallow, that every Daw can pick *em up: from 

3 Plotting Fool the Lord deliver me. Here he comes, O! it ſeems 

his Couſin's with him, thea it is not ſo bad as 1 imagin'd. 

Emer Sir Martin Marr-all, Lady Dupe. 

La. Dupe. I think ?twas well contriv'd for your Acceſs, to lodge her 
in the ſame Houſe with you. 

Sir Mart. ?Tis pretty well, I muſt confeſs. 

Warn. Had he plotted it himſelf, it had been admirable. [ Afide. 

La. Dupe. For when her Father Afoody writ to me to take him Lodg- 
ings, 'I ſo order'd it, the Choice {een''d his, not mine. 

Sir Mart. I have hit of a thing my (elf ſometimes, when wiſer Heads 
have miſgd it——— But that might be meer Luck. 

ua. Dupe. Fortune does more than Wiſcom 

"Ir Mart. Nay, for that you ihall excuſe me ; 

I will not yalve any Mar's Fortune at a Ruſh, 


ary. 
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2 Sir Martin Marr-all : Or, 


!-xcept he hve \Vit and Parts to bear him out. 
But when do you expect *em ? | : 
La. Dupe. This Tide will bring them from Graveſend. 
You had beſt let ycur Man go as from me, | 
And wait them at the ſtairs in Durham-Y ard. 
Sir Afart. Lord, Confin, what a-do is here with your Counſel ? 
As though I could not have thovght of that my ſelf. 
I could find in my heart not to ſend him now—- ſtay a little, 
-——-- I could ſoon {ind out ſome other way. 
[arn. A minutes lcay may lole your Buſineſs. 
Sir Azrt, Well, go then, —— but you mult grant, if he had ſtay'd 
' could have found a better way, you grant it ? 
La. Dupe. For ovce 1 will not ſtand with youg—— TEx. Warner. 
Tis a ſweet Gentlewoman, this Mrs. Milliſent, if you can pet her. 
Sir Zfart. Let me alone for plotting. 
L3. Dupe. But, by your fayovr, Sir, *cis not1o caſte, 
- Ulet Father has already promis'd her ; 
And the young Gentleman comes up with *em : 
I partly know the Man——- but the old Squire is humourſoine , 
He's ſtout, and plain in Speech, and in Behaviour : 
He loves none of the fine Town-tricks of Breeding, 
3ut ſtands up for the old Elizeberh way in all things, 
I'his we mult work upon. 


Sir Mare. Sure! vouthink you have to deal with a Fool, Couſin? 
[Enter Mrs. Chriſtian. 


La. Dupe. O my dear Niece, I haye ſome bulineſs with you. 
LW/hiſpers. 
Sir fart. Well, Madam, III take one turn here 1th” Pzazza's; 
A thouſand things are hammering in this Head ; 
? Tis a fruitful Noddle, though I ſay it. LEx. Sir Martin. 
a, Dupe. Go thy ways, for a molt conceited Fool —— 
Put to our Buſineſs, Couſin : you are young, bvt I am old, and have 
had all the Love-experience, that a diſcreet Lady ought to have ;, and 
therefore let me inſtruft you about the Love this cich Lord makes 


to you. 
Chr. You know, Madam, he*s marry'd, ſo that we cannot work 


2pon that Ground of Matrimony. | 

La, Dupe. But there are Adyantages enough for you, if you will 
be wiſe, and follow my Advice. 

Chr. Madam, my Friends left me to your Care, therefore I will 
wholly follow your Covoſel with Secrecy and Obedience. 

La. Dupe. Sweet-heart, it ſhall be the better for you another day - 


wellthen, this T.ord, that pretends to you, is crafty and falſe, as _ 
en 


Fergn J. moc Ce. | | | ? 
Men are, eſpecially in Love;—— therefore we muſt be ſubtle to meer 
with all bis Plots, and have Countermines againſt his Works to blow 
him vp. 


Chr. As how, Madam ? 
La. Dupe. Why, Girl, he'll make fierce Love to you, but you muſt 


not ſuffer bim to ruffle you, or ſteal a Kiſs: but you muſt weep and 
ſigh, and ſay yowll tell me on't, and that you will not be ugd fo; and 
play the Innocent juſt like a Child, and ſeem ignorant of all. 

Chr. I warrant you I 1I be very ignorant, Madam. 

La. Dupe. And be ſure, when he bas tows'd you, not to appear at 
Supper that Night, that you may fright him. 

Chr. No, Madam. 

La. Dupe. That he may think you haye told me. 

Chr, I, Madam. 

La. Dupe. And keep your Chamber, and ſay your Head akes. 

Chr. O moſt extreamly, Madam. 

La. Dup. And lock the door, and admit of no Night-Viſits: at Supper 
Pl ask, Where's my Coutin; and being told you are not well, 11] tart 
from the Table to viſit you, defaring his Lordſhip not to incommoede 
himſelf; for I will preſently wait on him agen. 

Chy. But how, whenyou are return'd, Madam ? 

La. Dupe. Then ſomewhat diſcompogd, Pll ſay, I doubt the Mea- 
zles or Small-pox will ſeize on you, and then the Girl is ſpoil'd ; Gay- 
ing, poor thipg, her Porbion is her Beauty and her Vertue ; and ofren 
ſend to ſee how you do, by whiſpers in my Servants Ears, and have 
thoſe whiſpers.of your health return'd to mine : if his Lordſhip there- 
upon asks how you do, I will pretend it was ſome other thing. | 

Chr. Right, Madam, for that will bring bim further in ſuſpence. 

La. Dupe. A hopeful Girl ! then will I eat nothing that night, feign- 
ing my Grief for you; but keep his Lordſhip Company at Meal, and 
item to ſtrive to put my Paſlion off, yet ſhew it {till by ſmall miſtakes. 

Chr. And broken Sentences. 

La. Dupe. A dainty Girl! and after Supper viſit you again, with 
promiſe to return ſtraight to his Lordihip : but afcer I am gone, fend 
an Excuſe, that I have given you a Cordial, aud mean to watch that 
Night in Perſon with you. 

_ Cir. His Lordſhip then wall find the Prologue cf his trouble, doubt- 
ing I have told you of his ruflling. 

La. Dupe. And more than that, fearing his Father ſnonld know 
of it, and his Wife, who is a Termagant Lady - but whea he finds 
the Coaſt is clear, and his late ruffling known to none but you, he 
will be drunk with Joy. 


Chr. Finding my fimple Innocence, which will inflame him __ 
5: 


Maren Marr-all : Or, 

La.. Dupe. Then what the Lyon's Skin has fail'd him in, the Foxes 
Subtilty muſt next ſupply, and that is juſt, Sweet-heart, as I would 
have it; for crafty Folks Treaties are their Advantage : eſpecially when 
his Paſſion muſt be ſatisfied at any Rate, and you keep ſhop to ſet the 
Price of Love : ſo now you ſee the Market is your own. 

Chr. Truly, Madam, this is very rational; and by the bleſling of 
Heav*n upon my poor Endeavours, | do not doubt to play my part. 
La. Dupe. My Bleſſing and my Prayers go along with ther. 


4 


'Enter Sir John Swallow, Ars. Milliſent, «nd Roſe ber 1Maid. 

Chr. I believe, Madam, here 1s the young Heireſs you expe , and 
with her he who is to marry her. 

L3. Dupe. How &*er 1 am Sir Aarin's Friend, I muſt not ſeem his 
Enemy. 

Sir Job. Madam , this faic young Lady begs the Honour to be 
known to you. 

Mill. My Father made me hope it, Madam. 

La. Dupe. Sweet Lady, I believe you have brought all the Freſhneſs 
of the Country up to Town with you, [They ſalute. 

Mill. lcamenp, Madam, as weCountry-Gentlewomen uſe, at an 
Eaſter-Term, to the deſtruftion of Tarts and Cheeſecakes, to ſee a 
new Play, buy a new Gown, take a Turn in the Park, and ſo down 
agen to {leep with my Forefathers. 

Sir Fohn. Rather, Madam, you are come up to the breaking of many 
2 poor Heart, that like mine will languiſh for you, 

Chr. 1 doubt, Madam, you are indiſpos'd with your Voyage; wil! 
you pleaſe to ſee the Lodgings your Father has provided for you ? 

AM41. To wait upon you, Madam. | 

L3. Dupe. This is the door —— there is a Gentleman will wait you 
immediately in your Lodging, if he might preſume on your Com- 
mands. CWhiſpers. 

Mill, You mean Sir Martin Marr-all: | am glad he has entruſted 
his Paſſion with ſo diſcreet a Perſon. CWhiſpers. 

La. Dupe. Sir John, let meintreat you to ſtay here, that my Father 
may have [ntelligence where to find us. 

Sir John. 1 ſhall obey yon, Madam. [Exennt Women. 

Enter Sir Martin. 

Sir Fobn. Sir Martin Marr-all ! moſt happily cncounter?d ! how 
1ong have you been come to Town ? | 

$17 art, Some three days fince, or thereabouts : but I thank God 
! 211 very weary on'c already. 

*.r Fol, Why, what's the matter, Man ? 

Sr yt. My villainous old Luck ſtill follows me in Gaming, I ne- 

ver 
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ver throw the Dice ont of my hand, but my Gold goes after *em : if 


I go to Picquet, though it be but with a Novice in'c, he will picque and 
repicque, and Capot me twenty times together : and, which-moſt mads 
me, Ifoſe all my Sets, when I want but one of up. 

Sir Fobn. The pleaſure of Play is loſt, when one loſes at that unrea- 


ſonable rate. 
Sir Mart. But I have ſworn not to touch either Cards or Dice this 


half year 


Sir Jobs. The Oaths of loſing Gameſters are moſt minded; they 
forſwear play $a an angry Servant doth his Miſtreſs, becauſe he loves her 


but too well. | 
Sir Mart, But I am now taken up with Thoughts of another nature : 


I amin Love, Sir. 

Sir 7obn. That's the worſt Game you could have play'd at, ſcarce 
one Woman in an hundred will play with you upon the Square: you 
venture at more uncertainty than at a Lottery: for you ſet your heart 
— 4 -_ Sex of Blanks. But 'is your Miſtreſs Widow, Wife, or 

i 

Sir Mer. I can aſſure you, Sir, mine isa Maid ; 

The Heireſs of a wealthy Family, | 
Fair to a Miracle. 

Sir Fobn, Does ſhe accept your Service? 

Sir Mart. I am the only Perſon in her Fayour. [Enter Warner. 

Sir Jobn. Is ſhe of Town or Country ? 

Warn .fide.)J Hows this ? 

Sir art. She is of Kent, near Canterbury. 

Warn. What does he mean ? this is his Rival —— Aſide. 

Sir Fob. Near Canterbury, ſay you? I havea ſmall Eſtate lies there- 
abouts, and more Concernments than one beſides. 

Sir Mart. Vl tell you then; Being at Canterbury, 

Is was my Fortune, once in the Cathedral Church | 
F <0 What do you mean, Sir, to intruſt this Man with your Afﬀaic 
us? — 

Sir Mart. Truſt him? why he's a Friend of mine. 

Warn. No matter for that; hark you, a word, Sir——— 

Sir Mare. Prithee leave fooling : —and, as | was ſaying — 1 was 


In the: Church when 1 firſt ſaw this Fair one. 


Sir Fobn. Her Name, Sir, I beſcech. 

Warn. For Heaven's ſake, Sir, have a care ! 

SIr Mart. Thou art ſuch a Coxcomb—— Her Name's 14li/ent. 

Warn. Now, the Pox take you, 'Sir, what do you mean ? 

SIC John. Milliſent, ſay you? that's the Name of my Miltreſs. 

Ar Fart, Lord ! what Luck is that now! well, Sir, ic bappen'd, 
B one 


6 Sir Martin Marr-all : Or, 
one of her Gloves fell down, 1 ſtoop'd to take it up, and in the ſtoop. 
ing made her a Complement- —- 

Warn. The Devil cannot hold him, now will this thick skul['d Ma- 
ſter of mine tel! the whole Story to his Rival —— 

Sir Mart. You'll ſay, *twas ſtrange, Sir ; but at the firſt Glance we 
caſt on one another, both our Hearts leap'd within us, onr Souls mer 
at our Eyes, and, witha tickling kind of pain, ſlid to each others breaſt, 
and in one moment, ſettled as cloſe and warm, as if they long had been 
acquainted with their Lodging. I follow'd her ſomewhat at a diſtance, 
becauſe her Father was with her. 

Warn: Yet hold, Sir — —- 

Sir Mart. Sawcy Raſcal, avoid my ſight ; Muſt you tutor me? $So, 
Sir, not to trouble you, I erquir?d out her Father*s Houſe, withoux 
whoſe knowledge I did court the Davghter, and both then and of. 
ten ſince, coming to Canterbury, | receiv'd many proofs of her Kind- 
neſs to me. 

Warn, You had beſt tell him too, that I am acquainted with her 
Maid, and manage your Love under-hand with her. 

Sir Mart. Well remember*d i” faith; I thank thee for that, I had 
forgot it, I proteſt ! my Yaler de Chambre, whom you ſee here with 
me, grows me acquainted with her Woman —— 

Warn. O the Devil —— 

Sir Mart. In fine, Sir, this Maid being much in her Miſtreſss Fa- 
your, ſo well follicited my Cauſe, that, in fine, I gain'd from fair Mi- 
ſtreſs XMbilliſent an Aſſurance of her Kindneſs, and an Ingagement to 
marry none but me. | 

Warn, *Tis very well! you've made a fair diſcovery !—— 

Sir Zobn. A molt pleaſant Relation 1 aſſure you : you are a happy 
Man, Sir ! but what Occaſion brought you now to London ? 

Sir Mart. That was in expeCtation to meet my Miſtreſs here; ſhe 
_—_ me word from Canterbury, ſhe and her Father ſhortly would 
be here. | 

Sir Jobr. She and her Father, ſaid you, Sir ? 

Warn. Tell him, Sir, for Heavens ſake. tell him all —— 

Sir Mart. Sol will, Sir, without your bidding : her Father and ſhe 
are come up already, that's the truth ont, and areto lodge, by my Con- 
trivance, in yon? Houſe; the Maſter of which is a cunning Raſcal as 
any in Town-------- him I have made my own, for | lodge there. 

Warn. You do ill, Sir, to ſpeak fo ſcandalouſly of my Landlord. 

Sir Mart. Peace, or I'll break your Fool's Head, ——- So that by 
his means I ſhall have free Egreſs and Regreſs when I pleaſe, Sir-—— 
without her Father's Knowledpe. 

Warn. 1am out of patience to hear this — — 

| Sir 


The Feign'd Innocence. ” 
Sir Fobn. Methinks you might do well, Sir, to ſpeak openly to her 


Father. 
Sir Afert. Thank you for that i'faith, in ſpeaking to old HMeedy, 1 
may ſoon ſpoil all. 


W/arn. SO, now he has told her Father's Name, *tis paſt recovery. 

Sir Fobn. Is her Father's Name Afoody, ſay you? 

Sir Mart. Is he of your Acquaintance? 

Sir Fobn. Yes, Sir, I know him for a Man 

Who is too wiſe for you to over-reach ; 
I am certain he will never marry his Daughter to you, 

Sir Mart. Why, there's the Jeſt on't : 

He ſhall never know it : 'tis but your 
Keeping of my Counſel; Pll do as much for you 
Mun ———— 

Sir Fobn. No, Sir, Ill give you better; trouble not your ſelf about 
this Lady ; her AfﬀeCtions are otherwiſe engag*d to my knowledge — 
hark in your Ear — her Father hates a Gameſter like a Devil : PII keep 
your Counſel for that too. | 

Sir Mart. Nay, but this is notall, dear Sir Fobn. 

Sir Fobn. This is all, 1 aſſure you ; only I will make bold 
To ſeek your Miſtreſs out another Lodging — CEx. Sir John. 

Warn. Your Aﬀeairs are now put into an excellent poſture, 

Thank your incomparable Diſcretion——— this was a Stratagem my 
ſhallow Wit could n&er have reach*d, to make a Confident of my 
Rival. _ | 
Sir Aid. 1 hope thou art not in earneſt, Man ! is be my Rival? 
Warn. *SLife, he has not found ic out all this while ! 
Well, Sir, for a quick Apprehenſion let you alone. 
Sir Mart. How the Devil catw'ſt thou to know on't? 
And why the Devil didſt thou not tell me ont ? 

Warn. To the firſt of your Devils, I anſwer ; her Maid Roſe told 
me on't : to the ſecond, I wiſh athonſand Devils take him that would 
not hear me. 

Sir Marr. O unparallel!'d Misfortune ! 

Warn. O unparallelPd Ignorance! why he left her Father at the 
Water-ſide, while he lead the Daughter to her Lodging, whither 1 
direftec him; ſo that, if you had not Jabour'd to the contrary, For- 
tune had plac'd you in the ſame Houſe with your Miſtreſs, with- 
out the leaſt ſuſpicion of your Rival, or of her Father, but *cis wel!, 
you have ſatisfied your talkative Humour; 1 hope you have ſome new 
Proj: of your own to ſet all right again - for my part, I confeſs, all 
my Deſigns for you, are wholly ruin'd; the very Foundations of em 
are blown up. | 
B 2 Sir 


$ Sir Martin Marr-all : 0, 
Sic Mart. Prithee, inſult not over the Deſtiny of a poor nndone Lo- + 
ver; 1 am puniſhd enough for my Indifcretion, in my Deſpair, and 
have-nothing to hope for now but Death. 


IVarn. Death is a Bug-word ; things are not brought to that Extre- 
mity ; I'll caſt about to ſave all yet. 


Enter Lady Dupe. 


La. Dupe. Oh, Sir Aarti! yonder has been ſuch a ſtir within; 
Sir John, I fegr, ſmoaks your deſign, and by all means would have 
ek old Man remove his Lodging; pray God your Man has not play'd 
alle, 

IVarr. Like enough I have: I am” Coxcomb ſufficient to do it , my 
Maſter knows that none but ſuch a great Calf as I could haye done it, 
ſuch an over-grown Aſs, a ſelf-conceited Ideot as I 

Sir Mart. Nay, Warner 

Warz. Pray, Sir, let. me alone : — what is it to you if I rail upon 
my ſelf? now could I break my own Loggar-head. 

Sir Marte. Nay, ſweet Warner. 

=: What a good Maſter have I! and I to ruine him ! Oh! 
Beaſt ! 

La. Dupe. Not to diſcourage you wholly, Sir Aarti, this ſtorm is 

Sir Mare. As how, dear Couſin ? | 

La. Dupe. When | heard Sir Fob» complain-of the Landlord, I took 
the firſt hint of it, and join'd with him, ſaying, If ſhe were ſuch an 
one, I would have nothing to.do with him: ir ſhort, I ratled him ſo 
well, that Sir John was the firſt who did deſire they might be lodg*d 
with me, not knowing that I was your Kinſwoman. | 

Sir "WS Pox ont, now I think og, I could have found out this 
my ſel 
| Warn Are you there agen, Sir ? —— now as I have a Soul-—— 

Sir Mart. Mum. good Werner, I did but forget my ſelf a little, I 
leave my ſelf wholly to you, and my Couſin : pet but my Miſtreſs for 
me, and claim what-e*er Reward you can deſire. 

Warn, Hope of Reward will diligence beget, 

Find yeuthe Money, and Ill find the Wit, CExennt. 


ACT 
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ACT Il. 
Enter Lady Dape, and Mrs. Chriſtiar: 


Chr. T happened, Madam, ju* as you ſaid it would, 
But was he ſo concern'd for my feign*d Sickneſs ? 

La. Dupe. So much that Afooay, and hisg Daughter, our new Gueſts, 
took notice of the Trouble, but the Cauſe was kept too cloſe for 
Strangers to divine. 

Chr. Heav?n grant he be but deep enough in Love, and then --— 

” La. Dupe. And then thou ſhalt diſtil him into Gold, my Girl. 


Yonder he comes, I Il not be ſeen : ——— you know 
Your Leſion, Child. [Ext 
Chr. I warrant you;  LEnter Lord Dartmouth 


Lord. Pretty Miſtreſs Chriſtian, 
How glad am 1 to meet you thus alone ! 

Chr. O the Father ! what will become of me now ? 

Lord. No harm, | warrant you, but why are you fo *fraid ? 

Chr. A poor weak innocent Creature as I am, Heay*n of his Mercy, 
how I quake and tremble ! | have not yct ctaw?d off your laſt ill Uſape, 
and now 1 feel my old Fit come again, my Ears tingle already, and my 
Back ſhunts and opens; 1, juſt ſo it began before. 

Lord. Nay, my ſweet Miſtreſs, be not ſo unjuf, 

To ſuſpect any new Attempt : 
I am too penitent for my laſt Fault, 
So ſoon to ſin again 
I hope you did not tell it to your Aunt. 
Chr. The more Fool I, I did not. 
Lord. You never ſhall repent your Goodneſs to me. 
But may not I preſume there was ſome little 
Kindneſs in it, which moy?d you toconceal my 
Crime? 
Chr. Methought I would not have my Aunt angry with you, for al: 
this earthly good ; 
But yet I'Il neyer be alone with you again. 
Lord. Pretty Innocence ! let me ſit nearer to you : 
You do not underſtand what Love-1 bear you. 
L vow itis ſo pure. 
My SouPs not ſullyed with one ſpot of Sin : 


10 Sir Martin Marr-all : 0, 
Were you a Daughter or a Siſter to me, 
With a more holy Flame I cou'd not burn. , 

Chr. Nay, now you ſpeak high words 
yOu. | 

Lord. The Buſineſs of my Life ſhall be but how to make your For- 
tune, and my Care and Study to adyance and ſee you ſettled in the 
World. | 

Chr. I humbly thank your Lordſhip. 

Lord. Thus I would ſacrifice my Life and Fortunes, 
And in return you cruelly deſtroy me. 

Chr. I never meant you any harm, not 1. 

Lord. Then what does this white Enemy ſo near me? 


I cannot underſtand 


[Touching ber Hand glov'd. © 


Sure 'tis your Champion, and you arm it thus to bid defiance to me. 
Chr. Nay, fie, my Lord, in faith you are to blame. 
LPalling ber Hand away. 
Lord. But I am for fair Wars, an Enemy muſt firſt be ſearch'd for 


privy Armour, ere we do ingage. [Pulls at her Glove, + 


Chr. What does your Lordſhip mean ? 

Lord. I fear you bear ſome Spells and Charms about you, 
And, Madam, that's againſt the Law of Arms. 

Chr. My Aunt charg'd me not to pull off my Glove for fear of 
Sun-burning my Hand. 

Lord. She did well to keep it from your Eyes, but I will thus pre- 


ſerve it. LHngging her bare Hand. 
Chy. Why do you cruſh it ſo? nay, now you hurt me; nay-— if 
you ſqueeze it ne*er ſo hard —— there*s nothing to come out on*'t-— 
—_ is this loving one? What makes you take your Breath ' 
o ſhort ? 


Lord. The Devil take me if 1 can anſwer her a word, 
All my Sences are quite employ'd another way. 
Chr. Ne*er ſtir, my Lord, I muſt cry out 
Lord. Then I muſt ſtop your Mouth this Ruby for a Kiſs — 
that is but one Ruby for another. 
Chr. This is worſe and worſe. 
Lady within.) Why, Niece, where are you, Niece ? 
Lord. Pox of her old mouldy Chops. Ws 
Chr, Do you hear, my Aunt calls? I ſhall be hang'd for ſtaying 
with you ——— let me go, my Lord. [Gets from him. 


Enter Lady Dupe. ; 
L3. Dape, My Lord, Heaven bleis me , what makes your Lordlhip 


ere ? 
Lerd. 


__ 


Or- 
the 
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Lord. 1 was juſt wiſhing for you, Madam, your Niece and I have 


/ been ſo laughing at the blunt bumour of your. Conntry-Gentleman—— 


I muſt go paſs an hour with bim. [Exit Lord. 
Chr. You made alittle roo much haſte; | 
1 was juſt exchanging a Kiſs for a Ruby. 
Lady. No harm done; it will make bim come on the faſter : 
Never full-gorge an Hawk you mean to fly : 
The next will be a Neck-lace of Pcar!, 1 warrant you. 
Chr. But what muſt I do next? 
La. Dupe. Tell him I grew ſuſpicions, and examin'd you 
Whether he made not Love, which you deny*d. 
Then tell him how my Maids and Daughters watch you; 
60 that you tremble when you ſee his Lordſhip. 

Chr. Andthat your Daughters ace ſo envious, that they would railc 
a falſe Report to ruine me. 

La. Dupe. Therefore you deſire his Lordſhip, 

As he loves you, of which you are confident, 
Hence-forward to forbear his Viſits to you. 

Chr. But how if he ſhould take me at my word ? 

La. Dape. Why, if the worſt come to the worlt, he leaves you an 
honeſt Woman, and there's an end-on*t: but fear not that, hold out his 
Meſſages, and'then he?ll write, and that's it, my Bird, which you muſt 
driveitto: then all his Letters will-be ſuch Ecſtaſies, ſach Vows and 
Promiſes, which you muſt anſwer ſhort and ſimply, yet (till ply out of 
*em your Advantages. ; | 

Chr. But, Madam ! he's 2th? houſe, he will not write. 

La. Dupe, You Fool—— hell write from the next Chamber to. you. 
And, rather then fail, ſend his Page-Poſt wich it upon a Hobby- 
horſe: then grant a Meeting, but tell me of it, and I'll prevent 
him, by my being there; hell curſe me, but I care nor. 

When youare alone he1I1 urge his Luſt, which anſwer you with Scora 
and Anger ——— 

Chr. As thus, an't pleaſe you, Madam ? 
What? Does he think I will be damn'd for him ? 
Defame my Family, ruine my Name, 
To fatisfie his Pleaſure ? 

La. Dupe. Then he will be prophane in's Arguments, 
Urge Natures Laws to you. 

Chr By*r Lady, and thoſe are ſhrewd Arguments ; 
But I am reſolv'd PII ſtop myEars. -© | 

La. Dxpe. Then when he ſees no other thing will moye you, 
He'll ſign a Portion to you before-hand : 


Take hold of that, and then of what you will. | CExeunt. 
Emir 


12 Sir Martin Marr-all : Or, 
Enter Sir John, Airs. Milliſent, «ud Roſe. | 
Sir Jobs. Now, fair Mrs. AMiliſent, you ſee your Chamber, ; 
Your Father will be buſic a few minutes, and in the mean time-permits. 
me the Happineſs to wait on you $0 
AM:0. Mcthinks you might have chole us better Lodgings, 
This Houſe is full; the other, we ſaw firſt, was more convenient. 
Sir Fobn. For you perhaps, but not forme : 
You might have met a-Loyer there, but 1 a Riyal. 
Alill, What Rival? 
Sir Fobn. You know Sir 2ſartin, 1 need not name it to you. 
Mill. | know more Men beſides him. 
Sir Fohn. But you loye none beſides-him - Can you deny your Aﬀe- 
ction to him? 
Mil. You have vex'd me fo, I will not ſatisfie you. 
Sir Fobn, Then, I perceive, Iam not likely to be fo much oblig'd to 
you as I was to him. | 
Atill. This is Romance—— I'll not believea word on's 
Sir Joby. That's as you pleaſe -- however *cis beliey'd, 
His Wis will not much credit your- Choice. F 
Madam, do Juſtice to us both ; pay his Ingratitude and Folly with your 
Scorn; my Service with your Love. 
By this time your Father ſtays for me - I ſhall be diſcreet enough to 
keep this Fault of yours from him. 
The Lawyers wait fer us to draw your Joynture : 
And I would beg your pardon for my Abſence, | 
But that my Crime is puniſtd i it ſelf. CEx1r; 
Afil. Could I ſuſpeCt this uſage from a fayour'd Servant ! 
Roſe. Firſt hear Sir Martin ere you quite condemn him. 
Conſider, ?tis a Rival who accus'd him. 
ll. Speak not a word in his behalf —— 
Methoughe too, Sir Jebn calPd him Fool. | 
Roſe. Indeed he has a rare way of aCting a Fool, and does it fo natu- 
rally, -it can be ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd. 
Aill. Nay, he has Wit enough, that's certain. 
Roſe, How blind Love is! 
Enter Warner. 
X51. How now, what's his Buſineſs ? 
{ wonder, after ſuck a Crime, 
{f his Maſter has the Face toſend him to me ! 
Roſe. How durſt you venture hither ? 
if either Sir Fohn or my old Maſter ſee you. 
Yarn. Pilh! they are both gone out. 
Roſe. They went but to the next ſtreet ; ten to one but they return 
£nd catch you here. Warn. 


2 ow M4 
£4 lad. N. $5 : 


The Feign'd Tanocence: 


3 

Warn. Twenty to onel pn __ before, and ſave %em a labour. 

Mill. What ſays that Fellow to you ? What buſineſs can he have 
here ? | 
Warn. Lord, that your Ladiſhip ſhould ask that queſtion, 

Knowing Whom [ ferve ! 

All. Pl hear nothing from your Maſter. 

Warn. Never breathe, but this Anger becomes _ Ladiſhip'moft 
admirably ; but thongh you'll hear nothing from him, I hope I may 
ſpesk a word or two to you from my ſelf, Madam. 

Roſe. *T was a ſweet Prank your Maſter play*d us : a Lady's well 
helpt up that truſts her Honour in ſuch a Perſons hands: to tell all fo— 
and io his Rival too. 


Excuſe him if thou canſt. LAſide: 
Warn. How the Devil ſhould I excuſe him ? thon knoweſt he is the 
greateſt Fop in Nature L Aſide to Roſe. 


Roſe. Buc my Lady does not know it; if ſhe did 
AM:ll. Vil have no whiſpering. 
Warn, Alas, Madam, 1 have not the confidence to ſpeak our, 
Unleſs you can take Mercy on me. 
Mil. For what ? 
Warn, For telling Sir Fobn you loy'd my Maſter, Madam. 
But ſnce I lictle thought he was his Rival. 
Roſe. The witty Rogue has taken't on himſelf. [A/ide. 
1.1. Your Maſter then is innocent ? 
Warn. Why, could your Ladiſhip ſuſpect him guilty ? 
Pray tell me, do you think him ungrateful, 
Or a Foo!? 
Mill. I think him neither. 
Warn. Take it from me, you ſee not the depth of him. 
But when he knows what Thoughts you harbour of him, 
As I am faithful, and muſt tell him | 
I wiſh he does not take ſome Pet, and leave you. 
All, Thou art not mad, 1 hope, to tell him on't;, 
If thou doſt, Þil be ſworn, V1! forſwear it to him. 
Warn. Upon condition then yow'll pardon me, 
PI ſee what I can do to hold my tongue. 
248. This Evening, in S. Fames*s Park, Il meet him. [| Anockwithin 
IWarn. He ſhall not fail you, Madam. 
Roſe. Some body knocks - — Oh, Madam, what ſhall we do ! 
?Tis Sir Fohn, | heat his Voice. 
Warn. What will become of me ? 
Al. Step quickly behind that Door. 
{Ze pres On. 


+ Z = To 


He men hey wy opt ot rr _ oem rr eur nn 
C 


14 Sir Martin Marr-all : Or, 
To them Sir John. 


A701. Yow ve made a quick diſpatch, Sir. 
Sir Fohn. We have done nothing, Madam, our Man of Law was 
not within—— but I muſt look ſome Writings. 
Aff. Where are they laid ? 
Sir Fobs, In the Portmanteau in the Drawing-Room. [s going to 
Mill. Pray ſtay a little, Sir —— | the dooy. 
Warn. at the door. He muſt paſs juſt by me; and if he ſees me, 1 
am but a dead Man. | 
Sir Fohn. Why are you thus concern'd ? why do you hold me? 
Afill, Only a Word or two l haye to tell you. 
'Tis of Importance to you —— 
Sir Fobx. Give me leave 
Af!. I muſt not before I diſcover the Plot to you. 
Sir John. What Plat ? 
Al. Sir Mariun's Servant, like a Rogue, comes hither 
To tempt me from his Maſter. ro have met him. 
IWarn, at the door. Now would 1 had a good Bag of Gunpowder at 
my Breech, to ramm me into ſome hole. 
Mill. For my part, 1 was ſo ſtartled at the Meſſage, 
That I ſhall ſcarcely be my ſelf theſe two days. 
Sir Fobn. Oh, that I had the Raſral! I would teach him 


' Tocome upon ſuch Errands. 


Warn. at the door. Oh, fora gentle Compoſition now ' 
At Arm or Leg I would give willingly. 
Sir Fobn. What Anſwer did you make the Villain ? 
Mill. 1 over-reach'd him clearly, by a Promiſe 
Of an Appointment of a Place I nam'd, 


. Where 1 ne*er meant to come: but wou'd have had 


The Pleaſure ficſt to tell you how I ſerv'd him. 
Sir Fohn. And then to chide your mean ſuſpicion of me, 
Indeed I wonder'd you ſhould love a Foo!. 
But where did you appoint to meet him ? 
Mill. In Gray*s- Inn Walks. 
Warn. at the door. By this Light, ſhe has put the Change upon him ! 
DO ſweet Woman-kind ! | 
How I love thee for that Heavenly Gift of Lying ! 
Sir Fohx. For this Evening 1 will be his Miſtreſs :, . 
He ſhall meer another Pexelope than he ſuſpetts. 
Afill. But ſtay not long away. 
Sir Feb, You over-joy me, Madam. CEx:r. 
Warn, 


To walk the other w 
Warn. Rather bes 


Jan Walks: now [I haye time 


| ,. and ſee thy Maſter. 


me hither : I have laid 


A Plot ſhall ſend his Rival far enough from watching him ©ce 


long. 


24;8.- Art thouin earneſt ? 


Warn, Tis fo deſign*d, Fate cannot hinder it. 
Our Landlord, where we lie, vex'd that his Lodgings ſhould be ſo 
left by Sir John, is reſoly?d to be reveng?d, and I have found the 


Way. 
You'll ſee th* Effect ow preſently. 
Roſe. © Heayens ! the door opens agen, and Sir Fobx is return'd 


ONCE MOTE. 


Enter Sir John. 


Sir Zohn. Half my buſineſs was forgot; you did not tell me when 


you were to meet him. Ho / What makes this Raſcal here ? 


Warn. *Tis well yowre come, Sir, elſe I muſt have lefs untold 2 


Meſſage | have for you. 


Sir Fobn. Well, What's your buſineſs, Sirrah ? 


Warn. We muſt be private firſt ; ?*Tis only for your Ear. 
Roſe. I ſhall admire his Wit, if in this plunge he can get off. 
Warn. I came hither, Sic, by my Maſter's Order 

Sir John. Ill reward you for it, Sirrah, immediately. 


Warr. When you know all, 1 ſhall deſerve it, Sir 
I came to ſound the Vertue of your Miſtreſs ; which 1 have done ſo 


cunningly, I have at laſt obtain'd the Promiſe of a Meeting, 


But my good Maſter, whom I muſt' confeſs more generous than wiſe, 
knowing you had a Paſſion for her, is reſoly'd to quit : 
And, Sir, that you may ſee how much he loves you, ſent me in private 
to adviſe you ſtill to have an Eye upon her Aftions. 
Sir Fob, Take this Diamond for thy good News ; 
And give thy Maſter my Acknowledgments. 
Warn. Thus the World goes, my Maſters, he that will cozen you, 
commonly gets your good will in to the bargain. 
Sir Fobn.. Madam, I am now ſatisfied of all ſides; firſt of your 
Truth, then of Sir Martin's Friendſhip. 
In ſhort, I find you two cheated each other, 


— Bothto be true to me. 


C2 


[ Afrde. 


Ah. 
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Sir ManinMarr-allafh 
Mill. Warner is got off, as I would wiſhy 
reach*d. | 


Enter to them the Landlord, d:/guir dif 4 Carrier. 

Roſe. How now ! What would this Carrier have? 

Iern. This is our Landlord, whom I told yourofq but keep your 
Countenance Aſide to ber. 

Lendl. 1 was looking here-away for one Sir Jokn Swalow; they told 
me [ t hear News of him-in this Houſe. 

Sir Fobn. Friend, I am the Man: What have you to ſay to me? 

Landl. Nay, *Faith, Sir, I am not ſo good a Schollard to fay much, 
But4 have a Letter for you in my Pouch : 
There's plaguy News in't, I can tell you that. 

Sir Fobn. From whom is your Letter ? 

Landl. From your old Uncle Anthony. 

Sir Fohn. Give me your Letter quickly. 

Land! Nay, ſoft and fair goes far Hold you, hold you. 
{t is not in this Pocket. 

Sir Fohs. Search in the other then , I ſtand on Thorns. 

Landl, Ithink I feel it now; this ſhou'd be who ? 

Sir Fobn. Pluck ic out then. 

Landl. VIl pluck out my Spectacles, and ſee firſt. [Reads 
To Mr. Paul Grimbald Apprentice to 
No, that's not tor you, Sir-— that's for the Son of the Brother of the 
Nephew of the Couſin of my Goſlip Dobſon. | 

Sir John. Prithee diſpatch; doſt thou not know the Contents 
ont? 
Landl. Yes, as well as I do my Pater Noſter. 

Sir Foby, Well, What*s the Buſineſs on? ? 

Landl. Nay, no great Buſineſs; *tis but only that your . Worſhip's 
Father's dead. 

Sir Fohn. My Loſs is beyond expreſſion ! how dy'd he? 

Landl. He went-to bed as well to ſee to as any Man in England, 
And when he awaken'd the next morning —— 

Sir Fobn. What then ?: 

Lendl. He found himſelf ſtark dead. 

Sir Joby. Well, I muſt of neceſlity take orders for: my Father's Fu- 
ne, and my Eſtate; Heayen knows. with.what Regret I leave you, 

am. 

A41:l. But are you in ſuch haſte, Sir ? I ſe yau take all Occaſions to 

be from me. | : 


Sir Fohn.. 


hign'd Innocence. 17 
F 7-not ſo, a fewdays will, | hope, return 


Wo cbem Sir Martin. 
Someſt Man alive ! 


Sir:Zolw.: Deag;l 
me to you. 
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Noble Sir 


Let me embrace Wn. 
Roſe. How untowal Yy. he returns the Salute ? Varner will be found 


Our. [ Al :&e . 
Sir Jobn. Well, Friend, you have oblig'd me to you erernally. 
Sir Mart. How have | oblig*d you, Sir ? 1 would have you to krow 
I ſcorn your words; and lwould 1 were hang'd if it be not the tartheſt 
of my Thovghts. 
- Mill. Q cunning Yonth, he aCts the Fool moſt naturally. 
Were wea'one, how would we laugh together ? 
Sir. Jobn, This 1s a double Generolity, 
To do mc Favours and conceal tm from me; 
Bur honeſt 1 arner here has told me all, 
Sr +7.:re. What has the Raſcal told. you ? 
Sir John. Your PJjor to try my Miſtreſs for me - 
me, concerning your Appointment. 
Warn. Sir, ldeſire to ſpeak in private with you. 
Si: Mart. This impertinent Raſcal. when 1 am moſt buſic, I am 
ever troubled with him. 
Warn. But it concerns you I ſhould ſpeak with you, good Sir. 
Sir Mart. That's a good une faith, thou knowelt Breeding well, that 
I ſhould whiſper with a Serying-man before Company, 
Warn. Remember, Sir, laſt time it had been better — 
Sir Mart. Peace, or Pll make you feel my double Fiſts ; 
If 1. don't fright him, the fawcy Rogue will call me Fool beiore the 
Company. 
All. That was ated molt naturally again. LAſide. 
Sir Fobn to bim. But what needs this diſſembling, ſince you are re- 
foly'd to quit my Miſtreſs to me ? 
Sir Mart. I quit my Miſtreſs ! that's a good one ifaith. 
AMil. Tell him you have forſaken me. 
Sir Mart. I underſtand you, Madam, you would fave 
A Quarrel; but i*faith I am not ſo.baſe : 
PII fee bim bang'd firſt. 
Warn. Madam, my Maſter is convinc'd, in Prudence 
He ſhould ſay ſo; but Love o'ermaſters him : 
When you are gone perhaps he may. 
Afi. PU go then: Gentlemen, your Servant . 
I ſee my Preſence bripgs conſtraint to the Company. 


[ Aide. 


.you underſtand 


CApde. 


CEx Mill.Rof. 
Sir Fobn. -. 
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: Sir 7obn. Pmeglad ſhe's gone, now" ki | 
For it you haye not quitted her, you ml 


freely; 


% 


"ar. Pray, Sir, remember your ſelf you ſend me of a | 
meſlage to Sir John, that for his Friendſhip! $ Mrs. Mills ſent ? 

Sir 2:77. Why, what an impudent Iy# Ft thou ! 

Sir 7ob1. How?s this ! Has Warner cheadlf 1 

[/2rn, Do not ſuſpett it in the leaſt : | You 


. 
y off 
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It was not generous beforea Lady, 
To lay 52 guitted her. 
Sir Fob, Of! rraxthat it? | 
Warn. That was all : ſay, Yes, good Sir Fobx — or I'll ſwinge you. 


X | L Aſide. 
SIC Aart. Yes, good Sir Fdby. 
} 7, That*s weil; oncein his life he has heard good Counſel. [ Aſide. 
Sir Afare. Hcigh, Heigh, what makes my Landlord here? he,has put 
on a FooPs Coat, I think, to make us laugh. 
Warr. The DeviPsin him; he's at it again; his Folly*s like a Sore 
in 2 ſurf:ited Horſe, cure it in one place, and it breaks our in another. 
[ Aſide. 
Sir Mt, Honeſt Landiord, Yfaith, and what makes you here ? - 
Sir Fob», Are you acquainted with this honeſt Man ? 
Lanl!, Take heed what you ſay, Sir. [To Sir Martin ſofcly. 
Sir Aire. Take heed what I ſay, Sir, why? who ſhould I be afraid 
of - of zou ? Sir, I ſay, Sir, I know him, Sir; and I have reaſon to 
know him. Sir, for 1 am ſure | lodge in his Heaſe, Sir— nay, never think 
to tcrrifie me, Sir; 'tis my Landlord hefe in Cha#les b ; Sir. 
La#xdl. Now I expett to be paid for the News I broughthiim, 
Sir Fob. Sixrah! Did not you tell me that my Father — _ 
Larnal. Is in very good health, for ought I know, Sir; | beſeech you 
to trouble your ſelf no farther concerning him. 
Sir Jobz. Who ſet you ontotel! this Lye ? ; 
Sir AZarr. 1, Who ſet you on, Sirrah ? this was a Rogue that would 
c0Ze:1 us both ; be thought I did not know him : down on your Maci- 
Lones. and confeſs the Truth : Have you no Tongue, you Raſcal ? 
Sir John. Sure *cis ſome ſilenc'd Miniſter : he*s grown fo fat, he can- 
20t ſpeak. 
Land!. Why, Sir, if you wonld know, *twas for your ſake did it. 
Warn. For my Maſtcr's ſake! yhy , you impudent Variet, do you 
thin! to?ſcape us with a Lye? 
Sir Jobn. How was it for his fake? ' {- 
Warn. *Twzs for his own, Sir; heheard you were th* Occaſion the 
Lady lodg?d not at his houſe, and ſo he invented this Lye ; partly to re- 
6 venge himſelf of you; and partly, I believe, in hope to get her once 
again, when you were gone. Sir Fobs- 


” 
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Sir Jobn. Fetchy * ri gee. F128 SORE 
Landl. O good We me , I ſhall run 1ato Oil immedi- 
3 7; ately. 2 "" | | 
| Warn. Hang | es below. your Anger: Pl! maul him 
foryou — the &8:.think *cwill ask two ep to beat 
him all over. _ by O16 034023 abba eats lain, 
Land]. O Rog n. Warner | bid bimalds* | 
Warn. Get you Je without replying : ot L8G! Vu. be pra- 
ting ? : He” : : -» [Beats him ont. 


Enter Roſe. Sir, Dinner waits you on the Table. 
Sir Fohn. Friend, will you go along, and take part of a bad Repalt ? 
Sir Mart. Thank you; bur [ am juſt riſen beet able. 
Warn. Now he might fit with his Miſtreſs, and has not the Wit to 
find it out. | [ Aſeae. 
Sir Fohn. You ſhall be yery welcome. 
Sir /4art. I have no Stomach, Sir. 
Warn. Get you in with a Vengeance - You have a better Stomach 
than you think you have. [Puſhes him. 
Sir Mart. This hungry Dzego Rogue would ſhame me ; 
He thinks a Gentleman can eat like a Seryingman. 
Sir Fohn. If you will not, adieu, dear Sir ; 


In any thing command me. LCExit. 
Sir Mart. Now we are alone ; Han't I carry'd Matters brayely, 
Sirrah. 


Warr. O yes, yes, you deſerye Sugar-Plums Firſt, For 
Your quarrelling with Sir Fohn ; then for diſcovering your Landlord ; 
And laſtly, For refuſing to dine with your Miſtreſs : 
All this is ſince the laſt Reckoning was wip'd out. 

Sir Mart. Then why did my Landlord diſguiſe himfeli, to make a 
Fool of us?- | 

Warn, You have fo little Brains, that a penn?orth of Butter melted 
under em, would ſet *em afloat : he put on that Diſguiſe to rid you 
of your Riyal. : 

Sir 2art. Why was not I worthy to keep your Counſel then ? 

Warn. It had been much at one : You would but have drunk the Se-. 
cret down, and piſs'd it out tothe next company. 

Sir Mare. Well, I find I am a miſerable Man : I have loſt my Miſtreſs, 
and may thank my ſelf fort. 

Warn, Yowll not confeſs you are a Fool, I warrant. 

SIF Mart. Well, lama Focl, if that will ſatisfic you : 
But what am 1 the nearer for being one ? 


arn. O yes, much the nearer ; for now Fortune's bound to Pew 
vide + 


LO Sir Martin 
vide for you; as Hoſpitals are | 
cannot help chemſelves. oe 
Well; I have yet a Project in myF 43 

Sir Mart. Dear Rogue, whar j: Ti bt 
Warn. Excuſe me for that : but | þ 
You wonld vo well to icrue your ſelf 
Father's pood OftnfbF" + -- I 
Sir Marr. if gu wilt n not tell me, my vas 
ver it again... ; 
Warn, TIllay it as far out of your reach wt 


ne I ſhall diſco- 
PhoſLDle. 


For Secrets are &d F Tools 
And muſt be ns from Children, and from Fools. LExcune. 
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ACT IL. 


Enter Roſe ana Warncr meeting. 


Ro/e, NJ Our Worſtip's moſt happtly encounter?d. 
W.n. Your Ladiſhip's moſt fortunately met. 

Roſe. 1 was going to your Lodging. 

War. My Buſineſs was to yours. 
 . Roſe. I have ſomething to ſay to you, that —— 

Warn, I have that to tell you -——— 

Roſe. Undz1ſtand then —— — 

IW.rn, If youll hear me-— 

Roſe. | believe that -—— 

1V/arn. lam of Opinion that ——— 

Koſe. Prithee hold thy peace a little, till T have done. 

Warn. - ry you mercy, Miſtreſs Roſe, Pl not diſpute your ancient 
Priv ledges of Talking. 

Roſe. My Miſtreſs, knowing Sir John was to be abroad upon bufi- 
neſs this Afternoon, has ask*d leave to ſee a Play : and Sir Fohn: has fo 
___ a confidence of your Maſter , that he will truſt no body with her, 
but him. 

IVarn. If my Maſter gets her out, I warrant her, he ſhall ſhew her a 
better Play than any is at either of the Houſes — here they are : PI 
run and prepare him to wait upon her. LEx:. 


"Enter 
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Enter Old Moody, Ars. Milliſent , ard Lady Dupe. 


A4l. My Hoods and Scarf: there, quickly. 
| La. Dupe. Send to call a Coach there. 
Moody. But what kind of Man is this Sir Martins , with whom you 
are to go? 
| Lady A plain downright Country Gentleman, 1 aſſure you. 
Moed. 1 like him much the better for't. 
For I hate one of thoſe you call a Man o'th? Town, 
One of thoſe empty Fellows of meer Outſide : 
They've nothing of the true old Engliſh Manlineſs: 
Roſe. 1 confeſs, Sir, a Woman's in a ſad Condition, that has nothing 
to truſt to, but a Perriwig aboye, and a well trimm'd Shooe below. 


To them Sir Martin. 


Alill. This, Sir, is Sir Fohn*s Friend; he is for your humor, Sir; he 
is no Man ot? Town, but bred up in the old Elizabeth way of 


Plainneſs, 
Sir Mart. I, Madam, your Ladiſhip may ſay your pleaſure of me. 


To them Warner. - 


Warn. How the Devil got he here before me ! 'Tis very unlucky 1 
could not ſee him firſt 
Sir Mart. But as for Painting, Muſick, Poetry, and the like, Pll ſay 


this of my ſelf -— 
Warn. Pl! fay that for him, my Maſter underſtands none of %em, 


allure you, Sir. 

Sir Mart. You impudent Raſcal, hold your tongue - I muſt rid my 
hands of this Fellow; the Rogue is eyer diſcrediting me before 
Company. 

food. Never trouble your ſelf about it, Sir, for | like a Man that— 

Sir Mart. I know you do, Sir, and therefore I hope youll think 
never the worſe of me for hisprating : for, though I do not boaſt of my 
own good parts 

Warn, He has none to boaſt of upon my Faith, Sir. 

Sir Mart. Give him not the hearing, Sir; for, if I may belieye my 
Friends, they have flatter*d me with an Opinion of more —— 

Warn. Of more than their Flattery can make good, Sir — ?cs true 
he tells you they have flatter*d him; bur, in my Conſcience, he is the 


moſt downright ſimple natur?d Creature in the World. 
D Sir Afsr:. 


22 Sir Martin Marr-all : Or, 

Sir AL:rt. 1 ſhall conſider you hereafter, Sirrah ; but I am ſuce, i» 41l 
Companies I peſs for a Vrtvoſo. 

Afcad. V'irtroſo! What's that too? Is no! Yecrexve enough, witt ut 
O (o? 

Sir tart. You have Reaſon, Sir ! 

Med. There he is again too ; the Town-phrale, a great Compliment 
I wifs; You haze Reaſon, Sir; that is, You are no Þcai., Sir. 

IFarn. A wotc «n private, Sir ; \ ou miſtake this © d Man; he loves 
neither Paintins, Muſick, nor Poetry ; yet recover your telf, if you 
have any Bcains. { Ajide to him, 

Sir Marr. Say ce fo? Vil bring all about again, 1 warrant you — 
| beg your pardeon a thouſand times, Sir; I vow to Gad 1 am not Maſter 
of any of thoſe Perfections; for, in fine, 

Sir, l am wholly ignorant of Painting, Muſick, and Poetry; 
Oaly ſome rude Eſcapes -— but, in fine, they are ſuch, thar, 
In fine, Sir —— 

Warn. This is worſe thaa a'l the reſt. L Aſide. 

Afood. By Coxbones, one word more of ail this Gibberiſh, and old 
Madge ſhall flie about your Ears: What is this fire, he keeps ſuch a 
coil with too ? | 

Ah. *Tis a Phraſe a-la-mode, Sir, and is us'd in Converſation now, 
3s a Whiff of Tobacco was formerly, in the midſt of a Diſcourte, for a 

thinking while. 
* La. Dwpe. In plain Engliſh, fine is, in the end, Sir. 

Afood. But, by Coxbones, there's no cnd on*c methinks : if thou 
wilt have a fooliſh word to lard thy lean Diftourſe with, take an Engliſh 
one when thou ſpeakeſt Engliſh; as, So Sir, and, Then Sir, and So forth ; 
tis a more Manly kind of Nonſence: and a Pox of 17 fine, for ll hear 
no more ont. 

Warn. He*s gravell'd , and I muſt help him our. [ Aſide. 
Madam thece?s a Coach at door to carry you 19 the Play. 

Sir Mare. *\'aich Houſe do you inean t yo to ? 

. Mil. The Duke's, I think. 

Sir Mart ? Tis a damn?d Play, and has nothing in't, 

Hill Then let us to the King's. 

Sir Mart. Thar's &en as bad. 

Warn. This is paſt enduring. LL Afrde. 
There was an j11 Play ſet up, Sir, on the Poſts, but I can aſlure you the 
Bills are a'tered ſi ce you aw 'em, and tow there are two admirable 
Comedies at both Houfcs. 

 eHcod. But my Daughter loves ſerious Plays. 
Warn. T hey ace Tragi-Comedies, Sir, for both. 
Sir Mare. I have heard her ſay ſhe loves none but Tragedies. = 
1304, 
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' Mord, Where have you heard her ſay fo, Sir ? 
IWarn. Sir, you forget your ſelf, you never ſaw her in your life before. 
Sir Mart. What, not at Canterbury, In the Cathedral Church there ? 
This is the impudenteſt Raſcal a 


Warn. Mum, Sir, -——- 
Sir Mart. Ah Lord, what haye I done! as 1 hope to be ſay'd, Sir, it 


was before | was aware; for if ever [ ſet eyes on her before this day — 
I wiſh 
Meod. This Fellow 1s not ſo much Focl,as he makes one believe he is. 
4:1. 1 thought he would be Jiſcovyer'd for a Wir - this 'tis to over- 


— 


act ones part ! [ Afpde. 
Mood. Come away, Daughter, | will not truſt you in his hands ; 
there's more in't than | imagin'd. [LEx. Mood. Mill. Lad. Roſe. 


Sir Mart. Why do you frown upon me fo, when you know your looks 
go to the heart of me ? what have 1 done beſides a little lapſos lingue ? 
War.Why,who ſays you have done any thing ? y*are a meer Innocent. 
Sir Mart. As the Child that's to be born, in my intentions; if 1 know 
how I have offended my felf any more than in one word 
Warn. But doi follow me however—l haye nothing to ſay to you. 
Sir Mart. Þll follow you to the Worlds end, ti'l you forgive me. 


Warn. | am refolv*d tolead you a Dance then. [Exit running. 
Sir Mart. TheRogue has no mercy in him, but I muſt mollifie him 
with Money. [Exetr. 


Enter La. Dupe. T ruly my little Couſin's the apteſt Scholar, and takes 
out Love's Leſſons ſoexactly, that I joy to ſee it: ſhe has got already the 
Bond of Two thouſand Pounds ſeaPd for her Portion, which I keep for 
her; a pretty good heginning - *tis true, I believe he has enjoy*d her, 
and fo let him: Mark Anthony wooed not at ſo dear a price. 

To her Chriſtian. O Madam ' 1 fear | am breeding ! 

La. A taking Wench ! but *tis no matter; have you told any body ? 

Chr. I have been venturing upon your Foundations, a little to 
diſſemble. 

La. That's a good Child, | hope it will thrive with thee, as it has 
with me: Heaven has a Bleſſing in ſtore upon our Endeavours. 

Chr. 1 feignd my ſelf ſick, and kept my Bed ; my Lord he came to 
vitic me, and, in the end, I diſclos'd it to him in the ſaddeſt Paſſion. 

La. This frighted him, I hope, into a ſtudy how to cloak your dif- 
grace, leſt ir ſhould have vent to his Lady. 

Chr. *Tis true; bur all the while I ſubr'ly droye it, that he ſhould 
name you to me, as the firteſt Inſtrament of che Conceaiment ; but 
how to break it to you, ſtrangely does perplex him : he has been ſeeking 
you all oer the Houſe; therefore I'll leave your Ladiſhip, for fear we 
ſhould be ſeen together. | LExit, 

D 2 Lady. 
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Lady. Now | muſt play my part 
Nature, in Women, teaches more than Art, 


Enter Lord. 


Lord Madam, I havea Secret to impart. 
A tad one too, and have no Friend to truſt but only you. 

Lady. Your Lady or your Children lick ? 

Lord. Not that I know. 

Lady. You ſeem to be in health 

Lord. In Body, not in Mind. 

Lady. Some Scruple of Conſcience, I warrant ; my Chaplain fhall 
tclolve you. 

Lord. Madam, my Soul's tormented. 

Lady. O take heed of Deſpair, my Lord ! 

Lord. Madam, there*s no Medicine for this Sickneſs, but only au ; 
Jour Friendihip's my ſafe Haven, ciſe I am loſt and ſhipwrack'd. 

La:y. Pray tell me what it is. 

Lord. Could 1 expreſs it by ſad Sighs and Groans. 
Or drown it with my ſelf in Seas of Tears, 
! ſhould be happy, would, and would not tell. 

Lady Command whatever l can ſerve you in, 
I will be faithfull ſill to all your ends, provided they be jui} ang 
7ertuous. 

Lord, That word has ſtopt me. 

7.ady. Speak out, my Lord, and boldly tell what cis. 

Lerd. Then, in obedience to your Commands, your Couſin is with 
© nUd | 

Lady. Which Coulin ? 

Lord. Your Couſin Chriſtian here Pt” houit.: 

Lady. Alas! then ſhe has ſtollen a Marriage, ans un.lone her fol: 
Some young Fellow, on my Conſcience, that's a Begg: ; 
Youth will yot be advis'd; weil, Pll never meddle more with Giris ; 
Ore is no more aſlur?d of ?**tm than Grooms of Mules, they'it ſirike 
when lc2[t one thinks ont : but, pray yoi:r Lordihio, wazt is her chyice 
then for an Husband ? 

Lord. She is not married that I know of, Madam. 

Lady. Not marricd ! *cis impoſlible, the Girl does {ure conſe you 
i krow ter Education has been ſuch, the Fleſh could !ot prevail; there- 
fore ite does abuſe y ou, .it mult be ſo. 

Lord, Madam, not to abuſe you longer, ſhe is with Chill, and T the 
unfortunate Man, who did this moſt unlucky At. 

Lady. You! Þ.] never bclieve. 


\ 
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Lord. Madam, *tis too true; belieye it, and be ſerious how to hide 
her ſhame ; I beg it here upon my Knees. 


Lady. Oh, Oh, Oh [She faints away 
Lord. Who's there? Who's there? Help, Help, Help. 


Enter two Women, Roſe, Penelope. 


i; Woman. O merciful God, my Lady's gone ! 

2 Wom. Whither ? 

1 Wom. To Heaven, God knows, to Heaven. 

Roſe. Rub her, rub her; fetch warm Cloaths. | 

2 Wom. I ſay, run to the Cabinet of Quinteſlence; Grlberr?s Water, 
Gilbert?'s Water. 

1 1/om. Now all the good Folks of Heaven look down upon her. 

Al. Set her in the Chair. 

Roſ. Open her Mouth with a Dagger or a Key ; pour, pour ; Where's 
the Spoon ? 

2 Wor, She ſtirs, ſlie revives, merciful to us all; what a thing was 
this! ſpeak, Lady, ſpeak. 

Lady. So, ſo, ſo. 

All. Alas, my Lord, How came this Fit ? 

Lord, \Vith Sorrow, Madam. 

Lady. Now I am better : Be/s, you have not ſeen me thus. 

iWom, Heav*n forfend, that I ſhould lire to ſee you ſo agen. 

Lady. Go, go, Pm pretty well; withdraw into the next Room, hut 
be near, I pray, for fear of the worſt. [They go out. 
-—— My Lord, fit down near me, I pray, Ill ſtrive to ſpeak a few 
words to you, and then to Bed— nearer, my Voice is faint. 
My Lord, Heaven knows how I have ever loy'd you; and, Is this my 
Reward ? Had you none to abuſe but me in that unfortunate fond Girl, 
that you know was dearer to me than my Life? This was not Loye to 
her, but an invetcrate Malice to poor me—-—Oh, Oh, [ Faints agair 

Lord. Help, Help, Help. 

All the IVomen ara. 

: Wom, This Fit will carry her: Alas, it isa Lechery ! 

2 Wom. The Balſom, the Balſom ' 

i Worm. No, no, the Ghymiftry, Oil of Roſemary : Hold her vp. 
and glve her Air. 

All. Feel whether ic breaths, with your hand before her mouth. 

Roſe. No Madam, ?cis Key-cold. 

1 om. 1.ook ap, dear Madam, if you have any hope of Salvation ? 

2 1/om, Hold up your finger, Viadam, if you have any hope of Fra- 
terfnity. O the bleſitd Szints that hear me not, take her Moztality to 
them. Ladv. 
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Lady. Enough, ſo, *tis well—— withdraw, and let me reſt awhile; 
©:2!- my dear Lord remain. 

1 i/em. Pray your Lordſhip keep her froin ſ\webHing. [ Ex. Wor. 

Lozd. Here humbly, once again, I beg y- ur pardon, and your help. 

Ls, Heav®n forgive you, and I do; ſtand up, my Lord, and fit cloſe , 
'y me; O this navghty Girl! but did your Lordſhip win her ſoon ? 

7.cr 4. No, Madam, but with much difficulty. 

La. I'm glad on't; it ſhew*d the Girl had ſome Religion in her, a! 
my Precepts were not in vain: but you Men are ſtrange Tempters, 
gcod my Lord, where was this wicked Act then firſt committed ? 

Lord. In an Out- Room upon a Trunk. 

Za. Poor heart, what ſhift Love makes ! Oh, ſhe does Love you dear- 
ty, though to her Ruin ! and then what place, my Lord? 

Lord. An old waſte Room, with a decay'd Bed in't. 

La. Out upon that dark Room for Decds of Darkneſs ! and that 
rotten Bed ! I wonder it did hold your Lordſhip's Vigour : but you 
dealt gently with the Girl, Well, you ſhall ſee 1 love you: for 1 will 
manape this buſineſs to both your advantages, by the aſliſtance of 
Heayen | will ; good my Lord, help, lead me out. LCExenn. 


Enter Warner , and Roſe. 


Kiſe, A miſchief vpon all Fools ! do you think your Maſter has not 
done wiſely ? firſt to miſtake our Old Man's humour,then to diſpraiſe 
the Plays; and laſtly, to diſcoyer his Acquaintance with my Miſtreſs : 
my old Maſter has taken ſuch a Jealouſie of him, that he will never ad- 
mit him into his ſight again. 

Warn. Thou ma\iſt thy ſelf a greater Fool than he, by being angry 
at what he cannot help—— I have been angry with him too, but theſe 
Friends have taken up the Quarrel -——--—  [FShews Gold. 
Look you, he has ſent theſe Mediators to mitigate your Wrath : here 
are :o of *em have made a long Voyage from Ginny, to kiſs your 
na:ds : and, when the Match is made, there are an 1co more in 
readineſs to be your humble Servants. 

Fo/e. Rather than fall out with you, PII take ?em ; but, I confeſs, it 
troubles me to ſee ſo loyal a Lover have the heart of an Emperour, 
2nd yet ſcarce the Brains of a Cobler. 5; 

Warn, Well, what Device can we two beget betwixt us, to ſeparate 
31r Join Swallow and thy Miſtreſs ? 

Roſe. | cannot on the ſudden tell; but I hate him worſe than foul 
Weather withour a Coach. 

arr, Then Tl fee if my Project will be luckier than thine. Where 
are the Papers coricerning the Tointure I have heard you ſpeak of ? F 

Roſe. 


or. 
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Roſe. They lie within, in Three great Bags, ſome 20 Reams of Pa- 
per in each Bundle, with fix Lines 1n'a Sheet : but there is a little Pa- 
per where all the Buſinels lies. 

i/Varn. Where is it? Cault tho! help me to it? 

Roſe. By good Chance he gave it to my Cuſtody,beſore he ſet ont for 
London. You came in good time, here 1: is, I was carrying it to kim; 
juſt now he ſent for it. 

Warn. So, this | will ſecure in my Pocket : when thou art ask2d for 
it, make two or three bad Faces, and ſay, 'twas left behind : by this 
means he mult of neceſlity lcaye-the Town, to ſee for it in Kent. 


Enter Sir John, Sir Martin, 24rs. Milliſent. 


Sir Joby, ?Tis no matter, though the ola Van be ſuſpicious, I knew 
the Story all before-hand ; and fince then you have fu'ly ſatisfied me of 
your true Friendſhip to me Where are the Writings? {To Roſe. 

Roſe. Sir, 1 beg your pardon, 1 thought I had pur then, up amongſt 
my Lady's things, and, it ſeems, in my haſte, I quite forgot ?em, and 
left *em at Carer bury. 

: Sir Fohr. This is horribly unlucky / Where do you think you lefc 
em / 

Roſe. Upon the great Box in my Lady's Chamber ;, they are ſafe 
cnough Pm ſure. 

Sir Fohn. It muſt be ſo ---——-1 muſt take Poſt immediately : 

Madam, for ſome few days I muſt be abſent ; 

And to confirm you, Friend, how much l truſt you, 
L leave the deareſt Pledge I haye on Earth, 

My Miſtreſs to your Care. 

Mill. If yo1 loy?d me, you would not take all Occaſions to leaye 
me thus ! 

Warn. Aſide.) Do, goto Kent, and when you come again, 

lere they arc ready for you. [Shews the Paper, 
Sir Mart. What's that you have in your hand there, 
Sirrah ? 

Warn. Aſide. 7] Pox, what ill Luck was this! What ſhall 1 ſay? 

Sir Marr, Sometimes youve Fongue enough, what, are you ſilent * 

Warn, *Tis an Account, Sir, of what Money you have loſt fince you 


came to Town. 


vir Marr. Pm very glad on't: now VII make you all fee the ſeve- 
rity of my Fortune give me the Paper. : Ee 
Warn. Heaven ! What docs he mean todo ? 1!t is not fair writ out, 


Sir John. Beſides, I am in haſte, another time, Sir w 
Sir art. 
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Sir Mart. Pray, oblige me, S'r—— ?tis but one minute; all people 
love to be pity'd in their Misfortunes, and fo do1: will you produce 
it, Sirrah ? | 

Warn. Dear Maſter ! 

'Sir Mart. Dear Raſcal! Am I Maſter or you ? You Rogue / 

Warn, Hold yet; Sir, and let me read it : —You cannot read my hand. 

Sir Mart. This is ever his way, to be diſparaging me---but P11 let you 
ſee, Sirrah, that I can read your hand better than you your ſelf can. 

Warn. You'll repent it, there's a Trick int, Sir —— 

Sir Mart, Is there ſo, Sicrah ? But Ill bring you out of all your 
Tricks with a Vengeance to you | [ Reads. 
How now ! What's this? A true particular of the Eſtate of Sir Foh:; 
Swallow, Knight; lying and ſcituate in, &c. 

Sir Fobn. This is the very Paper I had loſt: [Takes the Paper 
Pm very glad on, it has ſay?d me a moſt unwelcome Journey 
But I will not thank you for the Courteſie, which now 1 find you never 
did intend me this is Confederacy, 1 ſmoke it now ——— 
Come, Madam, let me wait on you to your Father. 

AMiil. Well, of a witty Man, this was the fooliſheft part that ever | 
behe'd. CEx. Sir John, Milliſent, and Roſe. 

Sir Mart. I am a Fool, I muſt confeſs it, and 1 am the moſt miſerable 
one without thy Help but yer it was ſucha Miſtrke, as any Man 
might have made. 

|arn. No doubt ont. 

Sir Aarr. Prithee chide-me ! This Indifference of thine wounds me 
to the Heart. | 

IWarn. I care not. 

Sir fart. \Vilt thou not help me for this once ? 

IVarn. Sir, I kiſs your hands, | have other Buſineſs. 

<1r Mare. Dear Warner ! 

Varn. 1 am inflexible. 

Sir Mart, Then 1 am rcſoly'd PII kill my 1. 

Warn. You are Maſter of your own Body. 

Sir Mare. Will you let me dama my Soul ? 

IVarn. At your Pleaſure, as the Devil and you can agree about it, 

Sir Marr. DYye ſec, the Point's ready ? Will you do nothing tv 
fave my Life ? 

L!arn. Not in the leaſt. 

Sir Afart. Farewell, hard-hearted Warner 

Warn. Adieu, ſoft-headed Sir 3fart;r. 

Sir Mart. Is it pollible ? 

L”arn. \Vhy don't you diſpatch, Sir ? Why all theſe Preambles ? 

Sir fart. PII ſee thee hang'd firſt : I know thou would'ſt have me 
kild, to get my Cloaths. Warn. 


le 
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Warn. 1 knew it was but a Copy of your Countenance ; People in 
this Age are not ſo apt to kill themſelves. 

Sir Mart. Here are yet Ten Pteces in my Pocket, take ?em, and let's 
be Friends. 

Warn. You know the Eaſineſs of my Nature, and that makes you 
work upon it ſo. Well, Sir —— for this once 1 caſt an Eye of Pity 
on you but I muſt have Ten more in hand, before l can ſtir a 
foot. 

Sir Mart. AST am a true Gameſter, I have loſt all but theſe, 

_— But if thowlt lend me them, Þ1! give *em thee agen. 

Warn. Il rather truſt you gill to morrow ; 

Once more look up, I bid you hope the beſf. 


Why ſhould your Folly makg your Love miſcarry, 
Since Men fir(t play the Fools, and then they marry * [ Ex. 
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Enter Sir Martin anda Warner. 


UT are they to be married this day, in private, ſay 
ou ? 

Warn. *Tis fo cx Sir, I dare aſlure you. 

Sir Zart. But why ſo ſoon, and in private ? | 

Warn. So ſoon, to prevent the Deſigns upon her; and in private, 
to ſave the Effuſion of Chriſtian Money. 

Sir Mart. It ſtrikes to my Heart already, in fine, I am a dead Man, 
Warner. 

Warn, Well, go your ways, ll try what may be done. Look, if he 
will ſtir now? Your Rival and the Old Man will ſee us together, we 
are juſt below the Window. 

Sir Mare. Thou cagf} not do't. 

Warn. On the Peril of my Twenty Pieces be it. 

Sir Marr. But | have found a way to help thee out; truſt to my Wit 
but once. 

Warn. Name your Wit, or think you have the leaſt Grain of Wit 
once more, and Þll lay jt down for ever. 

Sir Mart. You are a fawcy, Maſterly Companion, and ſo I leave 
you. | [ Ex: 

Warn, Help, Help, good People ! Murther, Murther ! 

E 


Sir 24art. 


Enter 
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Enter Sir John, and Moody. 


*ir 7-bn and Meody. How now, what's the matter ? 

Farr. 1am abus'd, I am beaten, 1 am lam'd for ever. 

\75ody. \\ ho has us'd thee fo ? 

Hears, The Rogue, my Maſter. 

Sir T-hr. \V hat was the Offence ? 

i217 A Trifle, juſt nothing. 

<ir 2b, UT halls very itrange. 

1'"2r lt was for telling him he loſt too much at Piay ; | meant him 
nct 1:8 but well, Heaven knows, and he, in a curſed damn'd humour, 
would needs revenge his loſſes upon me: He kick*d me, took away my 
Aoney. and turn'd me off; but if I rake it at his hands — 

Zfrody By Cox-nowns, it was an il-natur*d part, nay, | thought no 
betrer could com2 on't, when I heard him at his Vow to Gads, and 
in fines, 

Warn. But if I live, Pll cry quittance with him : he had engag*d me 
to get Mrs. Af:lt/ent $5our Daughter for him; but if Ido not all that 
ever I can to make her hate him, a great Booby, an over-groivn Oaf, 
2 conceited Bartlemew — 

Sir Fohn. Prithee leave off thy Choler, and hear mea little: I have 
had a great mind to thee a long time, if thou thinkſt my Service better 
than his, from this minute I entertain thee, 

I/arn. With all my heart, Sir ; and ſo much the rather, that I may 
ſpite him with it — This was the moſt propitious Fate —— | 

Moody. Propitious! and Fate! what a damn'd Scander-bag Rogue 
_ art thou <= talk <t this rate! hark you, Sirrah, one word more of this 
Gibberi*, and Pil fr you packing from your new Service; Pl! haye 
neither Propiciovs nor Fate come within my doors 

Sir John. Nay, pray. Father. 


/ 


Warr. Gond old Sir, be pacified ; I was pouring out a little of the 
dregs that | had left in me of my former Service, and now they arc 
gone, my Scomach's clear of *em. 

Sir Fehzz, This Fellow is come in a happy hour; for now, Sir, you 
and I may go to prepare the Licence, and in the mean time he may 
have an eye upon your Davghter. 

Warn. If you pleaſe, Pll wait upon her till ſhe's ready, and then 
bring her to what Church you ſhall appoint. 

AMcody. But, Friend, yowll find ſhe*ll hang an Arſe, and be very loth 
to come zlong with you, and therefore 1 bad beſt ſtay behind, and 
bring ber my ſelf. 

Warn. 1 warrant youl have a trick for that, Sir, ſhe knows _— 

| s 
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of my being turn'd away: So Pll come to her as from Sir Martin, and 
under pretence of carrying her to him, conduct her to you. 

Sir Fohn. My better Angel — — 

Moody. Byth* Meſs 'twas well thought on; well, Son, go you before, 
[11 ſpeak but one word for a Diſli or two at Dinner, and follow you to 
the Licence- Office. Sirrah -— ltay you here till my return, 

| Ex. Sir John and Mood. 

Warn. ſolws. Was there ever iuch a Incky Rogue as 1 ! | had always 
a good Opinion of my Wit, but could never think I had ſo much as 
now | find. I have now gain'd an opportunity to carry away Miſtrels 
Aillsſent for my Maſter; to get his Miltreſs, by mcans of his Rival, 
co regeive all his Happineſs, where hc could expect nothing but Milſe- 
ry : after this Exploit, I will have Zily draw me in the habit of a 
Hero, with a Laurel on my Temples, and an Iaſcription below it, 
Tis # Warner, the Flower of Sorving-me. 


Enter Meſſenger. 
Aleſſ. Pray do me the Favour to help me to the ſpeech of Mr. Afoody. 
Warn. What's your Buſineſs ? 
Aeſſ. 1 haye a Letter to deliver to him. 
Warx, Here he comes, you may deliver it your ſelf to him. 
| {Re-enter Moody. 
AMeſſ. Sir, a Gentleman met me at the Corner of the next 5treet, and 


hid me give this into your own hands. # 
Moody. Stay, Friend, till | have read it. 
AMeſ. He told me, Sir, it requir'd no Anſwer. LEx. Meſl. 


Mood. reads. Sir, permit me, though a ſtranger, to give you connſel ;, 
ſome young Gallants have had intelligence, that this day you intend prevately 
to marry your Daughter, the rich Heireſs; and, in fine, above Twenty of 
*em have diſperſed themſelves to watch ber going out - therefore put it off, 
if you will avoid miſchief, and be adviſed by 


YT our unknown Servant. 


Afood. By the Mackings, I thought there was no ood in, when 1 
ſ3w :7 fine there ;, there are ſome Papiſhes, PII warrant, that lic in wait 
for my Daughter, orelſe they are no Engliſh-men, but ſome of your 
French Outalian Rogues; I owe him thanks however, this unknown 
Friend of mine, that rold me on. 

Warzxer, no Wedding to day, Warner. 

Warn, Why, what's the matter, Sir ? 

ood). 1 ſay no more, but ſome wiſer than ſome, P11 keep my Daugi- 
ter at home this aftergoon, and a fig for all theſe Outalians. [Ex, Mood. 

E 2 Warn. 
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Warn. So, here's another Trick of Fortune, as unexpeCted for bad, 28 
the other was for good. Nothing vexes me, but that I had made iy 
Game Cock-ſure, and then to be cack- gammon'd: it muſt needs be 
the Devil that writ this Letter ; he ow?'d my Maſter a ſpight, and has 
paid him to the purpoſe : and here he comes as merry too, he little 


thinks what Misfortune has befall'n him, [Enter Sir Mart. [aughing 
and jor my part | am aſham'd to tell him. 
Sir fart. Warner, ſuch a Jeſt, IVarner. [ Laughs again. 


arn. What a Murrain 13 the matter, Sir ? 
\\ here lics this Jeſt that tickles you ? 

Sir Mar. Let me lavgh ou: my Lavgh,and PlI tell thee.[ Laxprs argc. 

Warn. | wiſh you may have cauſe for all this Mirth. 

Sir Mart. Hereafter, IW.rner, be it known unto thee, I will endure 
no more to be thy May game : Thou ſhalt no more dare to teli me, | 
ſpoil thy Projects, and diſcover thy Deſigns; for | have play'd ſuch a 
irize, without thy help. of my own Mother-Wit, Otis true, | am 
haſty ſometimes, and ſodo harm; but when | have a mind to ſhew my 
felf, there's no Man in England, though I ſay*'t, comes near mc, as to 
point of Imagination) Pll make thee ackrowledge | have laid a Plot 
that has a Soul in't. 

Warn. Pray, Sir , keep me no longer in Ignorance of this rare In- 
vention. 

Sir Mart. Know then, Warner, that when left thee, I was poſſeft 
with a tGrible fear, that my Miſtreſs thould be married : Well, thought 
I to my {if and, muſt*ring up all the Forces of my \Vit, I did pro- 
duce f{uch a Stratagen. 

Warn, But what was it ? 

Sir art. | feign'd a Letter, as from an unknown Friend, to Moody, 
wherein 1 gave him to underſtand, that if his Daughter went out this 
Afternoon, ſhe would infallibly be ſnapt, by ſome young Fellows, that 
lay in wait for her. 

Warn. Very good. 

Sir Mare. That which follows, 1s yet bettcr; for bel ſent aſſires 
me, that in that very nick of Time my Letter came, her Father was 
juit ſending her abroad with a very fooliſh Raſcally Fel;cw that was 
with him. 

iVarn. And did you perform al! this 2? Goo's name 7 could you do this 
wonderful Miracie. without your Sou] to the Devil for 1s help? 

Sir Mart. 1 te!l thee, Ven, 1 did it, and it was done Þþy the help of no 
Deyil, but this Familiar of my one Brain, how long wou'd it have 
been, e'er thou cou!dit nave thovgnt of fuch a Project ? Aartin faid 
to his Man, Who's the Fool now * 

Warn, 
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Har. Who's the Fool? Why, who ug?d to bx the Fool ? he that evcr 
was, {ice | knew him, and will ever be ſo! 

Cir Mart. \Vhat a Pox? I think thou art grown eny1ous; not one 
word in my Commendaticns ? 

arr. Faith, Sir, my Skill 1s to0 little to praiſe you, as you deſerve ; 
but if you would have it according to my poor Ability, You're one that 
had a Knock in your Cradle, a conceited Lack-wit, a Deſizniag Aſs, a 
H2ir-brain'd Fop, a confourided Bulic-brain, with an eternal Wind- 
millin it; this, in ſhost, Sir, is the Contents of your Panegyrick. 

Sir 1art. But what the Devil have | done, to ſet you thus zpainſt 
me ? 

Urn, Only this, Sir, I was the fooliih Raſcally Fellow that was with 
Afoody, and your Worſhip was he to whom | was to bring his Daughter. 

Sir fart. But how could | know this? Il am no Witch. 

H/arn. No, Ill be ſwern for you, you are no Conjurer. 
Will you go, Sir ? 

Sir Mart, \Will you hear my Jaſtifications ? 

Warn. Shall I ſee the back of you? Speak not a word in your De- 
fence. [ Shoves him. 

Sir Mart. This is the {ſtrangeſt Luck now: Exit. 

Is arn. Pm refoly'd this Devil of his ſhall never weary me, 1 will 
overcome him; I will invent ſomething that ſhall ſtand good, in ſpight 
of his Folly, Let me ſee 


Enter Lord, 


Lord. Here he is—I muſt renturc on him for tue Tyranny of this old 
Lady is unſupportable, ſince I have made her my Confident, there paſ- 
{es not an hour, but ſhe paſlcs a pull at my Purſe-ſtrings; I ſhall beru- 
in*d if 1 do not quit my ſelf of her ſuddenly : 1 find now, by ſad experi- 
ence, tha a Miſtreſs is much more chargeable than a \\/ife, and after a 
fittle time too, grows full as dull and inſignificant. Mr. Warner ! have 
you a Mind to do your ſeif a Courteſie, and me another ? | 

iſ/arn. Ithinx, my Lord, the Queſtion need not be: much difputzd, 
for | have a'ways had a great Service for your Lordſhip, and ſoms 1it- 
tle Kindneſs for my icif, | 

Lcyd. \\'hat it you ſhould propoſe: Mrs. Chri/iizn as a Wile to 
your Maſter 5 You know he's never-like to compals t'other. 

W.n i cannotte.l that, my Lord 


Lord. 5ocl. are yours at the.Day of Marriage. 

Warn. 5ocl. tis true. the Temptation is-very, ſweet, and powerful ; 
the Devil, I confefs, hzs done his parkg«nd.many a good Murther and 
Treafon have been committed at a cheaper rate; but yet -——— 

Lord. What yet -- 


Wars. 
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i .rn. To contcis the trath, Iam refolv?d to beſtow my Maſter u*- 
on that ot!:c {,ady (as difficalt as your Lordſhip thinks it) for the 
Honour .- m. \\'it is engag?d in it: Wull it not be the ſame to your 
Lordilip, wcre {he married to any other ? 

Lord. Thevery laine. 

H.rn Come, my Lord, not to diſlemble with you any longer, | 
know where it is thar your ſhooe wrings you:l have obſerv*d ſomething 
in the houſe, berw:xt ſome Parties that ſhall be nameleſs: and know 
that you hive hcen taking up Linen at a much dearer rate, than you 
might have had it at any Draper's in Town. 

Lord. | ſce t have not danc*d in a Net before you. 

Ir! As fcc that old Lady, whom Hell confound, ſhe 1s the greatelt 
Tilt iv Nature, Cheat is her Study, all her Joy to cozen, [he loves no- 
thing ut her ſelf, and draws all Lines to that corrupted Centre. 

Lord. I bave found her out, though late : firſt, Pll nadertake 1 ne'er 
enjoy*d her Niece under the rate of 5ool.a time; never was Woman's 
Fleſh held up fo bigh - every night I find out for a new Maidenhead, 
and ſhe has fold it me as often as eyer Mother Temple, Bexnet, or G:f- 
ford, have put off boiPd Capons for Quails and Partridges. 

arn. This is :othing to what Bills yowIl have, when ſhe's brought 
to Bed, after her hard bargain, as they call it; then cramm?*d Capons, 
Pea-hens, © hickens in the greate, Pottages, and Frigacies, Wine from 
Shatling, and La-frond's, with New-River, clearer by Six-pence the 
Pound, than ever God Almighty made ic; then Midwife—— Dry- 
Nurſe— Wet-Nurſe-— and all the reſt of their Accomplices, with 
Cradle, Baby-clouts, and Bearing:-cloaths— Poſlets, Caudles, Broth, 
JcIlies and Gravies! and behind all theſe, Clyſters, Sappoſiters, and 
3 barbarous ?Pothecary*s Bill, more 1nhumane than a Taylor's. 

Lord. I ſweat to think one. 

IWarn. Well, my Lord! chearnp! I have found a way to rid you 
of it all, within a ſhort time you ſhall know more; yonder appears a 
young Lady, whom I muſt needs ſpeak with, pleaſe you go in and pre- 
pare the old Lady, and your Miſtreſs. 

| Zord. Good Luck, and 500l, attend thee. EEE [Exit 


Enter Milliſent and Roſe above. 


Al. Tam refolv'd Fil never marry him ! 

Roſe. So far you are right, Madam. 

21:1l. But how ©o hinder it, I cannot poſlibty tell / For my Father 
preiſes me to it, and will take no denial : Wou'd I knew ſoine way -— 

[:arn. Madam, Il teach you the very acareft, for | have jult now 
* 2nd it out. | 

Tafe, Areyou there, Mr. Lirtleptor ? Wars, 
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Harn, Studying to deſerve thee, Roſe, by my diligence for thy La- 
dy ; 1 fand here, methinks, juſt like a Wooden Aerenry, to point her 
out the way to Macrimony 

Re. Or, Serviag-man-like, ready tocarry up the hot Meat for your 
A: {tcr, and then ts {all upon the cold your ſelf. 

j//arn. | know Not what you cail the coid, hut I believe 1] Niall fd 
w.rm Work ont: i: the ficit place, then 1 mult acquaint you, that I 
have ſeemingly put off my Maſter , and enter'd my ſelf into Sir Job's 
Service. 

Mill. Moſt excellent ! 

}arn. And thereupon, but baſe _ [ Enter 11000, 

Atill. Something he would tell us, but ſce what Luck's here ! 

/ſood How now, Sirrah? are you ſo great there already ? 

A1ill. I find my Father's jealous of him ſtil! ! 

Warn. Sir, I was only teaching my young Lady a new Sonz, and if. 
you pleaſe you ſhall hear it. | 


SINGS. 


Make reaay, fair Laay, to Night, 
And ſtand at the Door below, 

For 1. will be there 

To recerve you with Care, 
And to yore True Love you ſhall gc. 


Afoody. Ods bobs,.ithis 1s very pretty. 
Afill. 1, fois the Lady's Anſwer too, if I could but hit on'c. 


SIN GS. 


And when the Sters twinkle ſo bright, 
[hen down to the Door will I creep, 
lo wy Love will [ fly, 
E'ty the jealons can /py, 
And leave my old Daddy aſleep. 


Afoody. Bodikins, I like not that fo well , to cozen het old Father : 
;t may be my own Caſe another time. 
Roſe. Oh, Madam ! Yonder's your Perſecutor return'd. 
Enter Sir John. 


11:4, Vilinto my Chamber, to ayoid the ſight of him, as long as I 
cans 
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can; Lord! that my old doting Father ſhould throw me away upon 
ſ:c1 zn1gnozamus, and deny n:e to ſuch a \\'it as SIT Aﬀartzn. 
LEx. Mill. and Roſe from above. 
e3{ody, O Son ! here ha: becn the molt villainous Tragedy againſt 
Ou. 

Sir Jobx. What Tragedy ? has there been any blood ſhed lince I went ? 
Afood. No blood thed, bur, as I told you, a moſt damnable Tragedy. 
IVarn. A Tregedy ! PlI be hang?d if he does not mean a Stratagem. 
Afoody. Jack Sawce.” if 1 ſay it is a Tragedy, it ſhall bea Tragedy, 

in 1pight of you; teach your Grandam how to piſs - -— what — 1 hope 

1 am old enough how to ſpout Engliſh with you, Sir ? | 
Sir Jobn But what was the reaſon you came not after me ? 

Mood. *T was well I did not, Il promiſe you, there were thoſe would 
have made bo'd with Mis, Bride; am if ſhe had ſtirr'd out of doors, 
there were Whipſters abroad, faith, Padders of Maidenheads, that 
would have truſs'd her up, and pick'd the Lock of her Aﬀections, e'er 
a Man could hare ſaid, what's this ? But, by good luck, I had warning 
of it by a Friend's L:trer. 

Sir Fobn. The Remedy for all ſuch Dangers is eaſie ; you may ſend 
for a Parſon, and have the Buſineſs diipatch'd at home. 

Aſced. A Natch, Vfaith, do you provide a Domene, and Þll go tell her 
our Rcfo'utions, and hearten her up againſt the day of Battel. [Ex. 

Sir *chn. Now | think ont, this Letter muſt needs come from Sir 
CHariin; a Plot of his, upon my Life, to hinder our Marriage. 

{arn. 1 ſee, Sir, you?ll ſtill miſtake him for a Wit ; but 1 am much 
ceceiv?d, if that Letter came not from another. hand. 

Sir Joby, From whom, [ prithee ? 

[/arn. Nay, for that you ſhall excuſe me, Sir; Ido not love to make 
2 breach berwixt Perſons that are to be ſo near related. 

Sir 7obn. Thou ſeerwſt to imply, that my Miſtreſs was in the Plot. 

1/arn, Can you make a doubt ont ? Do you not know ſhe eyer loy'd 
him ? and can you hope ſhe has ſo ſoon forſaken him? You may make 
your ſelf miſerable if you pleaſe, by ſuch a Marriage. 

Sir Fobu. When ſhe is once mine, her Vertue will ſecure me. 

Iarn. Her Vertue ! 

Sir Fohn, What, do you make a Mock ont ? 

Warn. Not Ll, 1 sſſure you, Sir, I think it no ſuch jeſting Matter. 

Stir John. \Vhy, is ſhe not honeſt ? 

; _ Yes, in my Conſcience is ſhe, for Sir Martin's Tongue*s no 

iJander. 

Sir 7ohn. But does he ſay to the contrary ? : 

Iarz. if one would believe him, which, for my part, I do not, he, 
+5, 11 a manner, confeſs'd it to me. ? 
Sir Fohn 
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Sir Fob. Hell and Damnation ! | 
- Warn. Courage, Sir, neyer vex your ſelf, 11! warrant you *tis all a 

e. | 

Fir Fobn. But how ſhall I be ?ſur*d tis ſo ? 

Warn. When you are married, you®ll ſoon make tryal, whether ſhe 
be a Maid or no ? 

= John. I do not love to make that Experiment at my own 
co 

Warn. Then you muſt never marry. 

Sir John. I, but they have ſo many Tricks to cheat a man, which are 
entail*d from Mother to Daughter, through all Generations, theres no 
keeping a Lock for that Door for which every one has 2 Key. 

Warn, As for example, their drawing up their breaths with oh ! You 
hurt me, can you be fo cruel ? Then the next day ſhe ſteals a Viſit toher 
Lover, tbat did you the Courteſie before-hand, and in private tells him 
how ſhe cozen?d you; Twenty to one but ſhe takes out another Leſſon 
with him to practiſe the next Night. | 

Sir Zobr. All this while miſerable, I muſt be their May-game. 

Warn. ?Tis well if yon eſcapeſo; for commonly he ſtrikes in with 
you, and becomes your Friend. 

Sir 7obn. Deliver me from ſuch a Friend that ſtays behind with my 
Wife, wheni gird on my Sword to go abroad. 

Warn. I, there's your Man, Sir ; Beſides, he will be ſure to watch 
your Haunts, and teli her of them, that if occaſion be, ſhe may haye 
where-withal to recriminate ; at leaſt ſhe will ſeem to be jealous of 
you, and who would ſuſpect a jealous Wife ? 

Sir Fobn. All manner of ways I am moſt miſerable. 

Warn. But if ſhe be not a Maid when you marry her, ſhe may make 
a good Wife afterwards; *tis but imagining you have taken ſuch a 
Man's Widow. 

Sir Fobn, If there were all ; but the Man wili come and claim her 
again. 

aw, -Examples have been frequent of thoſe that have been wan- 
ton, and yet afterwards take up. | 

Sir Fohn. I, the ſawe thing they took up before. 

Warner. The truth is, an honeſt ſimple Girl that's ignorant of all 
things, maketh the beſt Matrimony ; there is ſuch a pleaſure in inſtru- 
Cting her, the beſt is, there?s not one Dunce inall the Sex; ſuch a one 
with a good Fortune | 


Sir Fobr. I, but where is ſhe, Warner ? 

Warn. Near enough, but that you are too far engag'd. 

Sir Fobx. Engag'd to cne that hath given me the Earneſt of Cuck- 
oldom before hand ? 


F | Warn. 
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Harn. What think you then of Mrs. Chrsſtran here in the houſe ? 
There's 5ccol. and a better Peny. 

Sir Jobn. I, but is ſhe Fool enough ? 

W.:rn She's none of the Wiſe Virgins, I can aflure you. 

Sir *obn. Dear Warner, ſtep into the next Room, and inveagle her 
out- this way, that | may ſpeak to her. 

Herr, Remember, above all things, you keep this Wooing ſecret ; 
if he takes the leaſt Wind, old Afoody will be ſure to hinder it. 

Sir Fobr. Doſt thon think I ſhall get her Aunts Conſent ? 

IWarn. Leave that to me. CEx. Warn: 

Sir Foln. How happy a Man ſhall I be, if I can but compaſs this ! 
and what a Precipice have 1 avoided ! then the Revenge too is ſweet, 
to ſteal a Wife under her Father*s Noſe, and leave am in the lurch who 
has abus'd me : Well, ſuch a Servant, as this Warner, is a Jewel. 


Enter Warner, «nd Mrs. Chriſtian to him. 

Warn. There ſhe is, Sir, now ['ll go to prepare her Aunt. 

Sir Fob. Sweet Miſtreſs, I am come to wait upon you. 

Chr. Truly, you are too good to wait on me. 

Sir Fobn. And in the condition of a Suitor. 

Chr. As how. forſooth ? . 

Sir Fobn. To be fo happy as to marry you. 

Chr. O Lord, I would not marry for any thing ' 

Sir Fobn. Why ? Pris the honeſt end of Woman-kind. 

Chr. Twenty Years hence, forſooth: 1 would not lie in Bed with a 
Man for a World, their Beards it will fo prickle one. 

Sir Fobn. Pah, — W hat an innocent Girl it is, and very Child / I 
like a Colt that neyer yet was back'd, for ſo 1 ſhall make her what } 
liſt, and mould her as I will; Lord ! her lunocency makes me lavgh ; 


my Cheeks all wet. —— Sweet F [ Aſtde. 


Chr. Pm but a Gentlewo forſocth. 
Sir Fobn. Well then, ſweet Miſtreſs, if I get your Friends conſent, 
ſhall T have yours ? | 
Chr. My old Lady may do what ſhe will, forſooth, but by my truly, 
I hope ſhe will have more care of me, than to marry me yet; Lord 
bleſs me, What ſhould Ido with a Husband ? 
Sir Foby, Well, ſweet Heart, then inſtead of Wooing you, 1 muſt 
Wooe my old Lady. bo 
Chr. Indeed, Gentleman, my old Lady is married already : Cry. you 
mercy, forſooth, 1 think you are a Knight. -Þ 
Sir Joby. Happy in that Title only to make you Lady. 
Chr. Believe me, Mr. Knight, I would not be a Lady, it makes Folks 
prod, and ſo humorous, and fo ill Huſwifes, forſooth. 
SIC 
. 
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Sir Fobw. Pah, ſhe's a Baby, the ſimpleſt that ever yet I 
knew, the happieſt Man I ſhall be in the World ; for ſhould 1 have my 
With, it ſhould be to keep School, and teach the bigger Girls,and here 
in one my Wiſh it is abſoly*d. 


Emer Lady Dupe. 
La. Dupe. By your leave, Sir: | hope this noble Knight will make 
you happy, and you make him. 
Chr. What ſhall I make him ? [ frebing 


La. Dupe. Marry, you ſhall make him happy in a good Wife. 

Chr. I vill not Marry, Madam. ” 7 

La. Dupe. You Fool ! 

Sir Fobn. Pray, Madam, let me ſpeak with you ; on my Soul *cis the 
prettilt, innocenOſt Thing in the World. 

La. Dupe. Indeed, Sir, ſhe knows little befides her Work, and her 
Prayers; but Pl talk with the Fool. 

Sit Fob. Deal gently with hes, dear Madam. 

La. Dupe. Come, Chrsftian, Will not you marry this no?!2 Knight ? 

Chr. Yes, Yes, Yes. I ſobvingly. 

La. Dupe. Sir, it ſhall be to Night. 

Sir Fobn. This Innocence is a Dowry beyond all price. 

[ Ex. Old Lady, and Mrs. Chriſtian. 


Enter Sir Martin, «nd Sir John, muſing. 


Sir Mart. You are very melancholy, methinics, Sir. 
Sir Fohn, You are miſtaken, Sir. 
Sir Mart. You may diſſemble as you pleaſe, but Mrs. 241:;/ert lies at 


the bottom of your heart. 


Sir Fobn. My heart, 1 aſſure you, has no room for ſo poor a Trifle. 
Sir Mart. Sure you think to wheadle me,would you haye nie imagine 


you do not love her ? 


Sir Jobn. Love her! Why ſhould you think me ſucha Sot ? Love a 


Proſtitute, and infamous Perſon ! \ 
Sir Mart. Fair and ſoft, good Sir Febr. 
Sir Fobn, You ſee am no very obſtinate Rival, I leave the Field free 


to you: Go on, Sir, and purſte your good Fortune, and be as happy 
as ſuch a common Creature can make thee. 


Sir Mart. This is Hebrew-Greek to me; But I mult tell you, Sir, 1 


will not ſuffer my Divinity to be prophan*d by ſuch a Tongue as yours. 


Sir Fobn. Believe it, whate*er I ſay, I canquote my Author for. 
Sir Mare, Then, Sir, Whoeyer _—_ you, ly'din his Throat, of 
F'2 ee, 


40 Sir Martin Marr-all : Or, - 
ſee, and deeper than that d?ye ſee, in. his Stomach,and "is Gnrs dye (ee: 
te!l me ſhe's a common perſon ! he's a Son of a Whore - '1at 151d ut, aud 
make him cat his words, though he ſpoke *em in a Privy-h. fe. 

Sir Fobn What if Warner told me ſo? | hope-you'lY grant him to be 
2 competent Judpe in ſach a buſineſs. 

Sir Mart.Did that precious Raſcal ſay it ?--Now I think on*e, Il not 
believe you : in fine, Sir, ll hold you an even Wager he denies it. 

Sir Fobn. Il lay you Ten to One, he juſtifies it to your Face. 

Sir Mart. I'Il make him give vp the Ghoſt under my Fit, if he does 
not deay it. 

Sir 7obn. VII cut off his Ears upon the Spot, if he does not ſtand 
o'r. 

Emer Warner. 


Sir art. Here he comes in Pudding-time to reſolve the Queſtion : 
Come hither, you lying Varlet, hold ay your hand at the Bar of Juſtice, 
and anſwer me to what I ſhall demand. 

Wars. What a Goodier is the matter, Sir ? 

Sir Mer. Thou Spawn of the old Serpent, fruitful in nothing but\in 
Lyes! 

"Warn. A very fair beginning this. 

Sir MS, Did'ſt thou dare to caſt thy Venom upon ſuch a Saint as 
Mrs. A4l:ſent, to traduce her Vertue, and ſay it was adulterate ? 

Warn. Not guilty, my Lord: 

Sir Mart. | told you fo.. | 

Sir Fobn. Hew, Mr. Raſcal ! Have you forgot what you ſaid but now 
concerning Sir Martin and Mrs, Miliiſent ? III ſtop the Lye down your 
Throat, if you darc deny*t. 

Sir Mare. Say you ſo! Are you there agen 7 faith ? 

Warn. Pray pacike your ſelf, Sir, *twas a Plot of my own deviſing. 

Sir Marr, Leave off your winking and your pinking, with a Horſe- 
Pox t'ye, I'll underſtand none of it, tell me in plain Engliſh the truth 
of the buſineſs ; for an'you were my own Brother, you ſhould pay for it : 
belye my Miſtreſs! What a Pox dye think I have no ſenſe of Honour ? 

Warn, What the Deyils the matter w'ye ? Either be at quiet, or ll 
reſolye to take my Hegls, and be gone. 

Sir Mart. Stop T hiefthere ! What did you think to *ſcape the hand 
of Juſtice ? [ Lays bold on bim. 


The beſt ont is, Sirrab, your Heels are not alrogether ſo nimble as your 


Tongue. | [Beats him, 
Warn. Help! Murther ! Murther ! 
Sir Marr. Confeſs, you Rogue, then. 


Wern. Hoid your Hands, I think the DeviPs in you, —Itell you, cis 
3 Device of mine. Sir 
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Sir Mart. And have you no body to deviſe it on but my Miſtreſs, the 
very Map of Imocence ? 

Sir 7obn. Moderate your Anger, good Sir Martin. 

Sir Marr. By your Fatience, Sir, 1'li Chaſtiſe him abundantly. 

Sir 7obn. That's a little coo much, Sir, by your Favour, to beat him 
in my preſence. | 

Sir Afare. That's a good one#” faith, your preſence ſhall hinder me 
from beating my own Servau: ? 

R I arn. O Traytor to all Senſe ard Reaſon ! hes going to diſcoyer 
tnar TOO. 
: Sir Mart. An' Thad a mind to beat him to Mummy, he's my own, | 
OPE. 
Sir Zobn. At preſent, I muſt tell you, he's mine, Sir. 

Sir Marr. Hey-day! here's fine juggling! 

Warn. Stop yet, Sir, you are juſt upon the b. ink-of a Precipice, 

Sir Mare, What is*t thou meaneſt now ? —— ah Lord! my mind miſ- 
gives me, 1 have done ſome Fault, bur-would 1 were hang*d if 1 cau find 
it oue. Aſide. 

Warn There's no making him underſtar.d me. 

Sir Mare. Pox on't, come what will, Il not be fac'd down with' a 
Lye; I ſay he is my Man. 

Sir Fohn, Pray remember your ſelf betrer; did not you turn him 
away for ſome Fault lately, and laid a Livery of black and blue on his 
Back before he wert ? 

Sir e Hart. The Devil of any Fault, or any black and blue that I re- 
member: either the Raſcal put ſome Trick upon you, or you would 
upon Mme. | 

Sir Fohn. O. oh, then it ſeems the cudgelling and turning away, were 
pure Invention ; 1 am gladI underſtand it. 

Sir Mart. In fine, it's all ſo damn'd a Lye. ——— —— 

Warn. Alas! he has forgot it, Sir, good Wits, you know, have bad 
Memories. | 

Sir Foh1. No, no, Sir, that ſhall not ferve your turn, you may return 
when you pleaſe to your old Maſter, | give you a faic Diſcharge, and a 
glad Man Iam tobe fo ridof you : were you thercabouts ? faith ? What 
a Stake I had entertain'd into my Bofom ? Fare you well, Sir, and lay 
your next Plot better between you, 1 adviſe yuu. Ex. Sir John. 

Warn. Lord, Sir, how you ſtand ! as you. were nip*d Pch? head z bave 
y done any new piece of Folly, that makes you look fo like an 

I 
; = Mart, Heres three Pieces of Gold yet, if | had the hezrt to offcr 
18 { tace. 


[ Holds the Gold afar off trembling. 
Warn 


p—_— 


42 Sir Marcin Marr-all : Or, 

I[/arn. Noble Sir, what bave 1 done to deſerve ſo great a Liberality ? 
I confeſs if you had beaten me for my own Fault, if yoo had utterly de- 
ſtroy'd all my Projets, then it might h&*bin expected that 1oor 20 
Pieces ſhould have been offer*d by way of Recompence or SatisfaCtion. 

Sir Mart. Nay, an*you be fo full your Flowts, your Friend and 
Servant; who the Devil could tell the meaning of your Signs and To- 
kens, an'you go tothat? 

Warn. You areno Afs then ? 

Sir Mart. Well, Sir, to do you Service, dye (ce, laman As in a 
fair way ; WilLebat ſatisfie you ? 

Warn. For this once, prodace thoſe three Pieces, | am contented to 
receive that inconſiderable Tribute ; or make ?em fix, and I'll take the 
Fault upon my felf. 

Sir Marr. AreweFricndsthen ? If we are, let me adviſe you. 

I/arn. Yet adviſing ——— 

Sir Mart. For no harm, good Warner - But pray next time make me 
of your Council, let me enver into the Buſineſs, inſtruct me in every 
Point, and then if I difcover all, 1 am refoly'd to give over Aﬀairs, and 
retire from the World. 

IVarn. Agreed, it ſhall be ſo; but letus now take breath awhile, 
Then on agen. 


For though we had the worſt, thoſe beats were paſt, 
IWe*ll whip ard [pur, and fetch him up «t laſt. [Ex. 


+ +> ——— it. 
—— 


ACE -Y: 
Enter Lord. Laay Dupe. Mrs. Chriſtian. Roſe ad Warner. 


Lord. Our Promiſe is admirably made good to me, that Sir Fohn 
Swallow ſhould be this Night married to Mrs. Chr:ſtsa:: , in- 
ſtead of that, he is more deeply engag*d than ever with old Aoody. 

Warn. | cannot help theſe Ebbs and Flows of Fortune. 

La. Dupe. lam ſure my Niece ſuffers moſt in*t, he's come off to her 
with a cold Complement ofa Miſtakein his Miſtreſſes Vercue,which he 
has now found out, by your Maſter*s Folly, to be « Plot of yours to 
ſeparate them. 

Cbr. To be forſaken when a Woman has given her Conſent ! 

Lord. *Tis the ſame Scorn, as to have a 1 own r:nder'd up, and af- 
terwards lighted. 


Roſe. You are a ſweet Youth, Sir, to uſe my Lady ſo, when ſhe 
| depended 
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depended on you ; ls this the Faith of a Yate de Chambre? 1 would be 
aſham'd to be ſuch a diſhonour to my Profeſſion; it will refle&t upon 
vs in time, we ſhall be ruin'd by your good Example. 

Warn. As how, my dear Lady Embaſſadreſs ? 

Roſe, Why, they ſay the Women govern their Ladies, and you go. 
vern ns: So if you play faſt and looſe, not a Gallant will bribe us for 
our good wills, the gentle Guinea will now go to the Ordinary, which 
ns*d as duly to ſteal into our hands at the Stair-foot, as into Mr. Do- 
Ctor?s at parting. 

Lord. Night's come, and [ expect your Promiſe. 

La, Dupe. Fail with me if you think good, Sir. 

Chy. 1 give no more time. 

Roſe. And if my Miſtreſs go to Bed a Maid to Night. --——- 

Warn. Hey-dey ! You are dealing with me, as they do with the Ban- 
kers, call in all your Debts together ; there's no pollibility of payment 
at this rate, but ll coin for you all as faſt as I can, I aſſure you. 

La. Dupe. But you muſt not think to pay us with falſe Money, as 
you have done hitherto, 

Roſe. Leave off your Mountebank Tricks with us, and fall to your 
Buſineſs in good earneſt. 

Warn, Faith, andI will, Roſe; for to confeſs the truth , I am a kind 
of a Mountebank, I have but one Cure for all your Diſeaſes; that is, 
That my Maſter may marry Mrs. MiB:/ent, for then Sir Fob: Swallow 
will of himſelf return to Mrs. Chrs/t:ar. 

Lord, He ſays true, and therefore we muſt all be helping to that 
Deſign. 

Warn. Vil put you upon ſomething, give me but a thinking-time. In 
the firſt place, get a Warrant and Bailiffs to Arreſt Sir John Swallow, 
upon aPromiſe of Marriage to Mrs. Chriſtian. 

Lord. Very good. ” 

La. Dupe. We'll ali ſwear it. 

Warn. | never doubted your Ladiſhip in the leaſt, Madam —— for 
the reſt we will conſider hereafter. 

Lorgy Leave this tous. CEx. Lord, Lady Dupe, Mill. Chr. 

Wn. Roſe, Where's thy Lady ? 

Mill. What have you to ſay to her ? 

Warn. On:y to tell you, Madam, I am going forward in the great 
work of Projection. 

4:0 I know not whether you will deſerve my thanks when the 
"Vork's Core. 

Fu Madam, 1 hope you are not become indifferent to my Maſter. 

1,41. If he ſhould prove a Fool after all your crying up his Wit, I 
i121 be a miſerable V Voman. | 
Warn. 


44 Sir Martin -Marr-all : Or, 

Warn. A Fool ! that were a good Jeſt i faith - But how comes your 
Ladiſhip to ſuſpect it ? al 

Roſe. 1 have heard, Madam, your greateſt Wits have eyer a touch of 
-Madneſs and Extravagance in them, io perhaps has he. | 

Warn, There's nothing more diſtant than Wir and Folly, yet like 
Eaſt and Weſt, they may mcet in a P-iar, and produce Actions that are 
but a hairs-breadth from one anoth-r. 

Roſe. Vil undertake he has Wit :novgh to make one laugh at kim a 
whole Day together ; he's a moſi Comical perſon. , 

All. For all this, I will not ſwear he is no Fool; he has ſtill diſco- 
vered all your Plots. | | 

Warn. O Madam, that's the common Fate of your Machivilians, they 
draw their Deſigns fo ſubtle, that their very fineneſs breaks them. 

Al. However Pm refoly*d to be on the ſure ſide, I will have cer- 
tain Proof of his Wit before | marry him. | 

Warn. Madam, Þ Il give you one, he wears his Cloaths like a great 
Sloven, and th2t's a ſure fign of Wit, he neglects his outward parts ; 
beſides, he ſpeaks French, Sings, Dances, plays upon the Lute. 

Mill. Does he do all this, ſay you ? 

Warn. Moſt divinely, Madam. 

Al. I ask no more; then let him give me a Serenade immediately : 
but let him ſtand in the \iew ; 11 not be cheated. 

Warn. He ſhall do't, Madam - But how, the Deyil knows ——for he 
ſings like a Scritch Owl, and never touch'd the Lute. L Aſide. - 

All. You'll ſee*t perform'd ? 

Warn, Now I think ont. Madam, this will but retard our Enterprize. 

Aſi!l. Either let him do't, or ſee me no more. 

IVarn, Well, it ſhall be done, Madam; but where's your Father ? 
\\/11] not he over-hear it? | 

Aill. As good hap is, he's below Stairs, talking with a Seaman, that 
125 brought him News from the Ea/t- Indzes. 

I/arn. What Concernment can he have there ? 

e111, He had a Baſtard-Son there, whom he loved extreamly : but 
not having any News from him theſe many Years, concluded him dead ; 
this Son he expets within theſe three Days. 

I/arn. When did heſee him laſt ? 

Milt, Not ſince he was ſeven Years old. 

2. Aſudden Thought comes into my head, to make him appear 
before hi: time; let my Maſter paſs for him, and by that means he may 
come 1ato the Houſe unſuſpeCted by your Father, or his Riyal. 

Afill. According as he performs his Serenade, Pl! talk with you —— 
make haſte | muſt retice a little. CEx. Mill. from above. 

Roſe, VII inſtruft him moſt rarely, he ſhall never be found out ; but 
5 the mean time, what wilt thou do with a Serenade ? Warn, 
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Warr. Faith, I am a little non-pluſg'd on the ſudden, but a warm 

conſolation from thy lips, Roſe, would ſet my Wits a working agen. 
Roſe. Adieu, Warner. FEe. Roſe. 
Warn. lnhumane Roſe, adien. 

Blockhead Warner, into what a Premunire halt thou brought thy ſelf! 

this *tis to be ſo forward to promiſe for another— but to be Godfather 

to a Fool, to promiſe and yow he ſhould do any thing like a Chriſtian— 


Enter Ssr Martin. 


Sir Mart. Why, how now, Bully, in a brown Study ? for my good, 
I warrant it; there's Five Shillings for thee, what, we muſt enconrage 
good Wits ſometimes. 

Warn. Hang your whice Pelf: ſure, Sir, by your largeſs you miſtake 
me for Martin Parker, the Ballad-Maker, your covetouſneſs has offend- 
ed my Muſe, and quite dulld her. 

Sir Mart. How atigry the poor Devil is! « fine, thou art as chole- 
Tick as a Cook by a fire-ſide. 

Warr. I am oyer-heated, like a Gun, with continual diſcharging my 
Wit : *slife, Sir, 1 have rarified my brains for you, till they are eyapo- 
rated; but come. Sir, do ſomething for your ſelf like a Man, 1 have 
engag?d you ſhall give to your Miſtreſs a Serenade, in your proper Per- 
ſon : Pll borrow a Lute for you. 

Sir Mare. PII warrant thee P11 do's, Man, | 

Warn. You never learn'd ; I don't think you know one ſtop. 

Sir Afart, *Tis no matter for that, Sir ; Pl! play as faſt asI can, and 
never ſtop at all. : 

Warn. Go to, you are an invincible Fool, 1 ſee! get up into your 
window, and ſet two Candles by you, take my Landlord's Lute in your 
hand, and fumble on't, and make Grimaces with your mouth, as if you 
ſung ; in the mean time, Pll play in the next Room ia the dark, and 
conſequently your Miſtreſs, who will come to her Balcony over againſt 
you, will think it to be you; and at the end of every Tune, Dll cing 
the Bell that hangs between your Chamber and mine, that you may 
know when to haye done. | 

Sir Mart, Why, this is fair Play now, to tell a Man before-hand what 
te muſt do; Gramercy, i'faith, Boy, now if I fail thee — 

Warn. About your buſineſs then, your Miſtreſs and her Maid appear 
already ; Pll give you the fign with the Bell, when 1 am prepar'd, for 
my Lute is at hand in the Barber's ihop. - . LExemnt. 


G Enter 


46 Sir Martin Marr-all': Or, 
Enter Milliſent ard Roſe, with a Candle by *cm abore, 


Roſe. \Ve ſhall have rare Muſick. 

_ [ wiſh it prove ſo; for 1 ſuſpect the Knight can neither play 
or fing. 

Roſe. But if he does, you're bound to pay the Maſick, Madam. 

AM:ll. 1TH not belicve it, except both my Ears and Eyes are witneſſes. 

Roſe. But *tis night, Madam, and you cannot fee *em , yet he may 
play admirably in the dark. 

Mil. Where's my Father ? 

Roſe. You need not fear him, he's ſtill employ?d with that ſame Sea. 
man, and I haye fet Mrs. C:rift5an to watch their diicourſe, that betwixt 
ker and me Warner may have wherewithal to inſtruct his Maſter. 

Al. But yet there's fear my Father wilt fiad out the Plot. 

Roſe. Noth in the leaſt, for my old Lady has provided two rare Dif- 
guiſes for the Maſter 3nd the Man. 

Al. Peace, I hear them beginning to tune the Lure. 

Roſe. And ſee, Madam, where your true Knight, Sir Martin, is plac'd 


y , like Apollo, with bis Lute in his Hand, and his Rays about 
his Head. Sir Martin appears «t the adverſe Window, 
; a T une play'd ,, when ut 15 done, Warner 

rings, and Str Martin bulds. 


Did he not play moſt excellently, Madam ? 

A458. He play'd well; and yet methinks he held his Lute bt unto- 
wardly. 

Roſe. Dear Madam, peace; now for the Song. 


The SONG. 


Lind Love, to this hour, 
Had never like me, a Slave under his power, 
Then bleft be the Dart 
That be threw at my Heart, 
For nothing can prove 
A Foy ſo great as to be wounded with Love. 


and my Nights 
sf FP to + ene: with Sorrows and Frights ; 
From my Heart ſtill I fioh, 
And my Eyes are neOer ary, 
So that, Cupid be praig'd, 
T am to the Top of Love's Happineſs rais'd, 
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My SouPs all on fire, 
So that I have the Pleaſure to dote and deſire, 
Such a pretty ſoft Pain, 
That it tickles each Ven, 
"Tis the Dream of a Smart, | 
Which makes me breathe ſhort when it beat; at my Heart. 


Sometimes 1m a Pet, 

When I am deſpis'd, I my Freedom would get , 
But ſtreicht a ſweet Smile, 
Does my Anger beguile, 
Hnd my Heart does recall, 

Then the more I do ſtruggle, the lower 1 fal. 


Heaven does not impart 
Such a Grace, as to love, unto ery one's Heart ;; 
For many may wiſh 
To be wounded, and miſs : 
Then bleſt be Love's Fire, 
And mare bleſs ber Eyes that firſt taught me Deſire. 


CT he Song being done, Warner rings agen; bur Sir Martin con- 
rinues fumbling, and gazing on his Miſtreſs. 


Ml. A pretty hnmour'd Song — but ſtay, methinks he plays and 
ſings ſtill, and yet we cannot hear him—— Play louder, Sir /faren, 
that we may have the Fruits one. 

Warn. peeping.] Death ! this abominable Fool will ſpoil all agen. Dam 
him, he ſtands making his Grimaces yonder, and he looks fo earneſt- 
ly upon his Miſtreſs, that he hears me not. [Rings agen. 

Atill. Ab, ah ! hayel found yon ent, Sir? now, as | liveand breathe, 
this is pleaſant, Roſe—his Man play'd and ſung for him, and he, it ſeems, 
did not know when he ſhould piye over. CMIIL. ard Roſe laugh. 

H/arn, They have found him out, and lavgh yoender, as -if they 
would ſplit their fides. Why, Mr. Fool, Oaf, Coxcomb, will you-hear 
none of your Names? | | 

Mill. Sir Martin, Sir Martin, take your Man's Counſel , and keep 
time with your Muſick. 

Sir Mart. peeping.] Hah! what do you ſay, Madam? How does 
your Ladiſhip like my Mufick ? | . _ 

Mil. Owmoſt heavenly * juſt like the Harmony of the Spheres; Wt 
is to be admired, and never heard. PC GS 

Warn. You have ruin'd all, by your not leaying off intme.'* 

G2 Sir Mart. 


48 Sir Martin Marrall': Or, 
Sir e art. What the Devil wou'd you have a Man do, when my hand 
s in! well, o'my Conſcience, I think there is aFate upon me. 


[Noiſe within. 

AMil Look, Roſe, what's the matter ?- 
Roſe. *Tis Sir Fobn Swallow, purſu*d by the Bayliffs, Madam, accord- 
ing to out Plot; it feems they havedogg'd him thus late to his lodging. 
Mill. That's well! for though I begia not to love this Fool; yet 1 
am plad I ſhall be rid on him. | | CEx. Mill. Roſe. 


Enter Sir John, purſ«d by three Bayliffs over the Stage. 


Sir Mart. Now Il redeem all again, my Miſtreſs ſhall ſee my Valor, 
Pm refoly*'d on*t; Villains, Rogues, Poultrooas / what, three upon 
one ? in fine, Pll be with you immediately. LEx. 

Warn. Why, Sir, are you ſtark mad ? have you no grain of ſence left ? 
he*s gone ! now is he as earneit in the Quarcel, as Cokes among the 
Puppets ; *cis to no purpoſe what ever I do for him. CEx. Warn. 


Re-enter Sir John and Sir Martin (having driven away the Bayliffs ) 
Sir Martin floureſheth bis Sword. 


Sir Mart. Viftoria ! Vittoria ! what heart, Sir John, you have re- 
ceived no harm, | hope? 

Sir Fob”. Not the leaſt, I thank you, Sir, for your timely *!li *4nce, 
#hich I will :equite with any thing but the reſigning of my Miſt: c:54.— 
Dear Sir Xariin, 2 good night. 

Sir Marr. Pray let me wait upon you in, Sir Fohy. 

Sir Fobn. I can find my way to Mrs. A4:{://ent without you , Sit .. 1 
thank you. 

Sir A4zre. But pray, what were you to be arreſted or ? 

Sir John. I know no more than you ,, ſome little D-':s, perhaps, 1 

unpaid by my neg/igence : once more good night, 5ir LEx. 

Sic Marr. He's an uograteful Fellow ; anc fo, in fine. ! ſhall tell him, 
when I ſce bim next  Monfieur—— Enter Warner. 
Warner, a propos! I hope yowl] applaud me now, | have defeated the 
Enemy, ard that in ſight of my Miltreſs; Boy , | ave charm*®d her, 
Yſaith, with my Valor. 

Warn. I, juſt as much as you did e*ca now wit!. your Muſick ; go, you 
are fo beaſtly a Fool, that a chiding is thrown 21vay upon you. 

Six Mere. Fool, in your face, Sir ? call a Man of Honor Fool, when 1 
have juſt atchiev*d ſuch an Enterprize—— Gad, now my blood's up, 1 
am a dangerous Perſon, 1 can teil you that, Warner, 
Warn. Poor Anima), | pity thee. 


Sir Mart. 
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Sir «Fart. I grantI am no Muſician, but you muſt allow mc for a 
S$word-man, I have beat 'em brayely ; and 7» fine, | am come off un- 
hurt, ſave only a little ſcratch ith” head. 

Warn. That's impoſlible, thou haſt a Scull ſo thick, no Sword can 
pierce it - but mnch good may?t d'ye, Sir, with the fruits of your Va- 
lour : Yeu reſcu'd your Rival when he was to be Arreſted, on purpoſe 
to take him off from your Miſtreſs. 

Sir Mart. Why, this is ever the Fate of Ingenious men ; nothing 
thrives they take in hand. CEnter Roſe. 

| Roſe. Sir Martin, You have done your buſineſs with my Lady, ſhe'll 
never look upon you more; ſhe ſays, ſhe's ſo well ſatisfied of your Wir 
and Courage, that ſhe will not put you to any further tryal. 

Sir Mart. Warner, is there no hopes, Warner ? 

Warn. None that I know: 

Sir are. Let's have but one civil-Plot more before we part. 

Warn. *Tis to no purpoſe. 

Roſe. Yet if he had ſome golden Friends that would engage for him 
the next time ———- 

Sir Marr. Heres a Facobus and a Carolus wilt enter into Bonds for me. 

Roſe, Pll take their Royal words for once. [She fetches 2 diſguiſes. 

Warn. The meaning of this, dear Roſe ? | 

Roſe.”*Tis in purſuance of thy own Invention,Warzer ; a Child which 
thy Wit hath begotupca me: but letus loſe no time, help ! help ! dreſs 
thy Maſter, that he may be Anthony, old Moody's Baſtard, and thou his, 
come from the Eaft-Indies. | 

Sir Mart. Hey-tarock-it -—— now we ſhall have Ro/e's Device too, 1 
iong tobe at it, pray let's hear more on'c. 

Roſe. Old Moedy, you muſt know, in his yougger Years, when he was 
a Cambridge Scholar, made bold with a Townſ-man's Daughter there, 
by whom he had a Baſtard, whoſe name was Anthony , whom you, Sir 
Aartin, are to repreſent. 

Sir Mare. | warrant you, let me alone for Tony: but pray go on, Ro/e. 

Roſe. This Child, in his Father?s time, he durſt not own, but bred him 
privately in the Iſle of Ely, till he was ſeven Years 01d, and from thence 
ſent him with one Benaventare, a Merchant, for the Ea/t-Indie;. 

Warn. But will not this over-burden your memory, Sir? 

Sir Marr. There's vo anſwering thee any thing, thou think*ſt I am 

good for nothing. 
Roſe Bonaventure dy'd at Surat, within two Years, and this Anthony 
has liv'd up and down in the Mogul's Country, unheard of by his Fa- 
ther till this night, and is expected within theſe: three days : now if 
you can paſs for him, you may have admittance into the Houſe, and 
make an end of all the buſigeſs before the other Anthony arrives. 


[ar n. 
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I:zrn. But hold, Roſe, there's one conſiderable Point omitted ; what 
was his Mother's Name. 

Roſe. That indeed | had forgot z her Name was Dorothy, Daughter 
to one Draw-water, a Vintner at the Roſe. | 

II/arr. Come, Sir, are you perfect in your Leſſon? Anthony Moody, 
born in Cambridge, bred in the Iſle of Ely, ſent into the Adogu!'s Coun- 
try at ſeven Years old, with one Bonaventure a Merchant, who died 
within two Years; your Mother's Name Dorotby Draw-water, the Vint- 
ner*s Davghter at the Roſe. 

Sir Mart. I have it all ad «19cm —- what doſt think Pm a Sot ? 
but ſtay a little; how have [ liv'd all this while in that ſame Country ? 

Warn, What Country ? —- Pox, he has forget already — — 

Roſe. The Aloguls Country. 

Sir Mart. 1,1, the Aogu's Country ! what the Devil, any Man may 
miſtake alittle, but now I have it perfet : but what have I been doing 
all this while in the oguPs Country ? he's a Heathen Rogue, I am 
afraid I ſhall never hit upon his Name. 

IWarn. Why, you have been paſling your time there, no matter how. 

Roſe, Well, if this paſſes upon the Old Man, PII bring your buſineſs 
about agen with my Miſtreſs, never fear it ; ſtay you here at the door, 
P11 go tell the O!4 Man of your Arrival. 

Warn, Well, Sir, now play your part exa&Qly, and Pll forgive all 
your former Errours — 

Sir Mart. Hang *em, they were only ſlips of Youth ——how perem- 
ptory and domineering this Rogue is ! now he ſees I have need of his 
ſervice : would I were out of his power agen, I would make him lie 
at my Feet like any Spaniel. 


Fnter Moody, Sir John, Lord, Lady Dupe, Milliſent, Chriſtian, Roſe. 


Aocd. 15 he here already, ſay*ſt thou ? whichis he? 

Roſe. T hat Sun-burn®d Gentleman. 

ood. My dear Boy Anthony, do I ſee thee agen before I die? Wel- 
com, welcom. | 

Sir Mart. My dear Father, I know it is you by inſtinct, for methinks 
Il am as like you as if I were ſpit out of your mouth. 

Roſe. Keep it up, I beſeech your Lordihip. [ Aſide to the Lord. 

Lord. He's wond*cous like indeed. + 

La. D»pe. The very Image of him. 

Aſ:od. Anthony you muſt ſalute all this Company: this is my Lord 
Dartmouth, this is my Lady Dupe, this her Niece Mrs. Chriſtian, 

| CH /alrtes them. 

Sir 7zrt. And that's my Siſter, methinks I have a govc! reſemblance 

of her too: honell Siſter, 1 my needs kils you, Siſter. Warns, 
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Warn, This Fool will diſcover himſelf, I foreſee it already, by lis 
Carriage to her. 

Mood. And now, Anthony, pray teli's a little of your Travels. 

Sir fart. Time enough for that, forſooth Father, but I have ſuch a 
natural Aﬀection for my Siſter, that methinks I could live and die wit: 
her : give me thy hand, ſweet Siſter, 

Sir 3 bn. She*s beholding to you, Sir. 

Sir are. What if ſhe he, Sir * What's that to you, Sir ? 

Sir Fohn. I hope, Fir, I have not offended you, 

Sir Mart. It may be you have, and it may be you have not, Sir; you 
ſee I have no mind to ſatishe you, Sir : what a Devil! a Man cannot 
calk a little to his own Fleſh and Blood, but you muſt be interpoſing, 
with a murrain to you. | 

Mood. Enough of this, good Anthony ;, this Gentleman is to marry 
your Siſter. 

Sir Mart. He marry my Siſter ? ods foot, Sir, there are ſome Baſtards, 
that ſhall be nameleſs, that are as well worthy to marry her, as any man, 
and have as good Blood in their Veins. 


Sir Fohn. 1 do not queſtion it in the leaſt, Sir. 
Sir Mart. ?Tis not your beſt courſe, Sir; yon marry my Siſter ? 


what have you ſeen of the World, Sir? | have ſeen your Hurricano's, 
and your Calentures, and your Eclipticks, and your Tropick Lines, 
Sir, an' you go to that, Sir. 

Warn. You muſt excuſe my Maſter, the Sea's a little working in his 
Brain, Sir. 

Sir Mart. And your Preſter Johns oO'th? Eajt-Indies, and your Great 
Turk of Rome and Perſia. 

Aood. Lord, what a thing it is to be Learned, and a Traveller ! 
Bodikins, it makes me weep for joy; but, Anthony, you muſt not bear 
your ſelf too much upon your Learning, Child. 

Mill. Pray, Brother, be civil to this Gentleman, for my ſake, 

Sir Mart. For your ſake, Siſter Milliſent, much may be done, and herc 
[ kiſs your hand owe. | 

Warn. Yet again, ſtupidity ? 

All. Nay, pray, Brother, hands off, now you are too rude —— 

Sir Mare. Dear Siſter, as | am a true Eaſt- Ind:a Gentleman + -— 

200d, But pray, Son Anthony, let's talk of other Matters, and tell 
me truly, had you not quite forgot me? and yet 1 made woundy much 
of you when you were young. 

Sir Mart. 1 remember you as well as if I ſaw you but yeſterday: a 
_ grey-headed—grey-bearded old Gentleman, as everl ſaw inall my 
Life. 

Warn. aſide.) Grey-bearded old Gentleman! when he was a Scholar 
at Cambriave. | Mood. 


52 Sir Martin Marr-all : Or, 

Aſoed. But do you remember where you were bred up? 

Sir Mart. O yes, Sir, moſt perfeQtly ; in the Ile— ſtay — let me 
ſee; oh —— now | have it— in the Iſle of Ss/y. 

Adoed. In the Iſle of Ely, ſure you mean ? 

Verz. Without doubt he did, Sir ; but this damn'd Ifle of Sify runs 
in's head ever fince his Sea Voyage. 

Afoed. And your Mother's name was —— come, pray, let me examine 
you for that Pm ſuce you cannot forget. 

Sir fart. Warner ! What was it, Warner ? 

Warn, Poor Mrs. Dorothy Draw-water, if ſhe were now alive, what 
a joyful day would this be w her ? 

Aſ-od. Whothe Devil bid you ſpeak, Sirrah ? 

Sir are. Her name, Sir, was Mrs. Dorothy Draw-watecr. 

Sir Jobn, Vll be hapg'd if this be not ſome Cheat. 

A141. He makes fo many ſtumbles, he muſt needs fall at laſt. 

740d. But you remember, I hope, where you were bora ? 

Warn. Well, they may talk what they will of Oxford for an Uniyer- 
tity, but Cambridge for my Money. \ 

Atvod. Hold _e rongue, .you beancarbag Vague you, this is the 
ſecond time you have been talking when you ſhould nor. 
Sir Aderr. 1 was born at Cambridge, I remember it as perfettly as if it 


were but yeſterday. 

War. How I ſweat for him ! he's remembring ever ſince he was born. 

Mord. And who did you go over with to the Exft-1::d:es ? 

Sir ere. Warner ! , 

Harn. *Twas a happy thing, Sir, you lighted upon ſo honeſt a Mer. 
chant, as Mr. Bonavemture, to take care of him. 

Afoed. Sawcy Raſcal ! This is paſt all ſufferance. 

Roſe. We are undone, Warner, if this Diſcourſe go on any further. 

Lord. Pray, Sir, take pity o'th' poor Gentleman, he has more need 
of a good Supper, than to be ask*d ſo many Queſtions. 

Sir Fobn. Theſe are Rogues, Sir, 1 plainly perceive it; pray let me 
ask him one Queſtion—— which way did you come home, Sir ? 

Sir Mare, We came home by Land, Sir. | 

Warn. That is, from India to Perſia, from Perſia to Turky, from 
Turky to Germany, from Germany to France. : 

Sir Fobr. And from thence over the narrow Seas on horſe-back. 

AMeed. *Tis ſo, 1 diſcern it now ; but ſome ſhall ſmoke fort. 


Stay a little, Anthony, Ill be with you preſently. CEx. Mood. 
Hearn. That wicked old Man is gone for no good, I am afraid, would 
I were fairly quit of him. [ Afrde. 


Aill. aſide.) Tell cieno more of Sir 24artin, Roſe ;, he wants natural 
tenſe, to talk after this rate; but for this Warner, | am {trangely taken 
with him, how handſome!y be brought him off ! Enter 
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Moeed, Among balf a ſcore tough Cudgels, I had in my Chamber, 1 
have made choice of theſe two, as beſt able to hoid out. 

Mill. Alas! Warner muſt be beaten now for all his Wit, would 
I could bear it for hin. > [Aſede. 

Warn. But to what end is all this preparation, Sir ? 

Moed, 1n the firſt place, for your Worſhip, and in the next, for this 
Exſt-India Apoſtle, that will needs be my Son Anthony. 

Warn. Why, d'ye think he is not? 

Moody. No, thou wicked Accomplice in his Defigns, 1 know he is 
not \ 

. Warn. Who, I his Accomplice? I beſeech. you, Sir, what is it to 
me, if he ſhould proye a Counterfeit? | aſſure you he has cozen'd me 
in the firſt place. 

Sir Fobx. That's likely, i'faith ! cozen his own Servant ? 
Wars. As I hope for Mercy, Sir, | am an utter Stranger to him, he 
took me up but yeſterday, and told me the Story word for word, as he 


told it you. : 
Sir Mare. What will become of us two now ? I truſt to the Rogue's 
Wit to bring me off. [Afide. 


Mood. If thon would'ſt have me believe thee, take one theſe two 
Cudgels, and help me to lay it on ſoundly. 

Warn. With all my Heart. 5 

Mood. Out, you Cheat, you Hypocrite, you Impoſter ! do you come 
hither to cozen an honeſt Man ? [ Bears him. 

Sir Mart. Hold, hold, Sir. 

Warn, Do you come hither with a Lye te get a Father, Mr. Azchony 
of Eaſt-India ? 

Sir Mart. Hold, you inhutane Butcher. 

Warn. Þll teach you to counterfeit again, Sir. 

Sir Mart. The Rogue will murder me. CEx. Sir Mart. 

Aloed. A fair riddance of 'em both; let's in and laugh at *em. [Ex. 


Re-enter Sir Martin and Warner. 


Sir Marr. Was there eyer ſuch an Afﬀeont put upoa a Man, to be 


beaten by his Servant ? 
Warn. After my hearty Salutations upon your back-ſide, Sir, may a 
Man have leaye to ask you, What News from the 4fogws Country ? 


H | Sir Mar f, 


Sir Afart. I wonder where thou hadſt the Impudence to move ſuch a 
Queſtion to m 
Indiſcretion and 


COntent or 
ready you, 
Sir Mart. Doſt th 


Injury ? 

Warn, You may thank your ſelf for't; nay, *rwas very well | found 
ont that way, otherwiſe I had been ſuſpefted as your Accomplice. 

Sir Mare. But you laid it on with ſuch a vengeance, as if you were 

beating of a Stock-fith. | 
Ho To confeſs the ou nt, B. - Ion - i » and Lone 

ling to evaporate my : | o, I may c 
to help you toyour Miſtreſs : po more words of this , I adviſe 
you, but go home and greaſe your Back. 

_ Sir Mare. In fixe, I muſt faffer it at his hands; for if my Shoulders 
had not paid for this Fault, my Purſe muſt have ſweac Blood for*s : the 
The Rogue has got ſach a hank upon me——— . 

Wars. So, ſo ; here's another of our Veſſels come in, [Emer Roſe, 
after the Storm that parted'us : what comfort, Roſe, no Harbor near ? 

Roſe. My Lady, as you may well imagine, is moſt extreamly incens'd 
againſt Sir Mario, but ſhe applauds your Ingenuity to the Skies. 1'il 
ſay no more, but thereby hangs a Tale. 

Sir Mgrt. I am conſidering with my ſelf abont a Plot, to bring all 
about 220n. 

Roſe. Yet again plotting ! if you have fuch a mind to't, | know no 
way ſo proper for you, as to turn Poet to Pagenelb. CMufich plays. 

Warn. Hark! Is not that Muſick in your Houſe ? 

Roſe. Yes, Sir 7obn has fiven my M:ſtrefs the Fiddles, and our O1d 
Man is as jocund yonder, ard does fo hug himſelf, to think how he has 
been reveng'd upon you. | 

Warn, Why, he does not know *cwas we, | hope ? 

Roſe. ?Tis all one for that. 

Sir Mert. I] have ſucha Plot; I care not, I will ſpeak an'l were to 
be hang'd for*t-— ſhall I ſpeak, dear Warner 7? let me now ; it does fo 
wamble within me, juſt like a Clyſter, Yfaith law; and I can keep it 
no longer for my Heart. 

Warn. Well. I am induigent to you; out with it boldly, in the 
name of Non-ſenſe. 

Sir Mere, We two will put on Vizards, and with the help of my 
Landlord, who ſhall be of the Þ:.riy, go a Mumming there, and by ſome 
device of Dancing, get my Miſtreſs away unſuſpeCted by ?em all. p 

| Roſe. 
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Roſe, What if this ſhoulT hit now; when all your Projetts have 
faiPd, Warner ? | «$ | 

Ware. Wou'd I were hang'd if it be not ſomewhat probable: tay, 
now I conſider better on't — exceeding probable: it muſt rake; "is 
not in Nature to be avoided. | 

Sir Marr. O muſt it ſo, Sir ! and who may you thank for? 

Warn. Now am [| ſo mad he ſhould be the Authour of this Device. 
How the Devil, Sir, came you to ſtumble on?c ? 

Sir Mart. Why ſhould not my Brains be as froitful as yours, or any 
Man's ? 

| Warn. This is fo good, it ſhall not be your Plot, Sir; either diſ-own 
it, or 1 will proceed no further. 

Sir Mart. | would not loſe the credit of my Plot, to gain my Miſtreſs: 
the Pilot's a good one, and Ill juſtify it upon any ground of England, 
an'you will not work upon'r, it ſhall be done withont you. 

Roſe. 1 think the Knight has reaſon. 

Warn. Well, Pll order it howeyer to the beſt Adyantage : hark you, 
Roſe, (Whiſpers. 

Sir Mart. If it miſcarry by your ordering, take notice, tis your fault, 
"tis well invented, I! take my Oath one. 

Roſe. 1 muſt In to %em, for fear 1 ſhould be ſuſpected; but 1'II ac- 
quaint my Lord, my Old Lady, and all the reſt who onght to know it, 
with your Deſign. 

Warn. We'll be with you in a twinkling: You and I, R-/e, arcto 
follow our Leaders, and be pair*d to night 

Roſe. To have, and to hold, are dreadful words, Warner ; but fo: 
your ſake Ill venture on *em. Exenr:t. 


Enter Lord, Lady Dupe, «nd Chriſtian. 

La. Dupe. Nay, good my Lord, be patient. 

Lord. Does he think to pive Fiddles and Treatments in a Houſe 
where he has wrong'd a Lady ? I'll never ſuffer it. 

La. Dupe. But upon what ground will you raiſe your Quarrel ? 

Lord. A very juſt one, as am her Kinſman. 

La. Dupe. He does not know yet why he was to be Arreſted ; try 
that way agen. 

Lord. Il hear of nothing but Revenge. [Enter Roſe. 

Roſe. Yes, pray hear me one word, my Lord; Sir Martin himſelf 
has made a Plot. | 

Chr. That's like to be a good one. 

Roſe. A FooPs Plot may be as lucky as a Fool's Handſell; tis a very 
likely one, and requires nothing for your part, bus to get a Parſon in 


the next Room, we'll find work for him. 
H 2 La. Dupe. 
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La. Dupe, That ſhall be dane immediately ; Chriſten, make haſte 
and fend for Mr. Ball, the Nonconformiſt Sa him hece.ace two or 
three Angels fo be earned. | 
Chr. And 2 or 3 Poſitts to be eaten : may I not put in that, Madam ? 
La. Dupe. Surely you may. CEx. Chriſtian. 
Roſe. Then for the reſt — *cis on'y this -— Oh! they are here? 
pray take it in a whiſper: my Lady knows of it already. 


Emer Moody, S;r Joho, Milliſent. 


Afil. Strike up agen, Fiddle, Il! haye a French Dance. 

Sir Fobn. Let's have the Brawls. 

Mood. No, good Sir Fobn, no quarrelling among Friends. 

La. Dupe. Your Company is like to be increav'd, Sir ; ſome Neigh- 
bors that heard your Fiddles, are come a Maraming to you. 

AMeed. Let em come in, and we'll be Jovy: an'1.had but my Hob- 
by-horſe at home 

Sir Fobn. What, are they Men or Women ? 

La. Date. I believe ſome Preatices broke looſe. 

Afill. Roſe ! Go and fetch me down ewo Indian Gowns and Vizard 
Masks— You and I will diſguiſe too, and be as good a Mummery to 
them, as they to us. -  LEx Rofe.. 

Afood. That will be moſt rare. 


Enter Sir Martin, Warner, Landlord d:ſgu:55'd like a Tony. 


Mood. O, here they come! Gentlemen Maskers, you are we! om —- 

C Warner ſigns ts the Muſick for a Dance. 

He ſigns for a Dance | believe; you are welcome, Mr. Muſick, ſtrike 
up, PII make one as old as I am. 

Sir Fobx. And I 11 not be our. LDance. 

Lord. Gentlemen Maskers, you have had the Frolick, the next turn 
is mine; bring two Flute-glaſles, and ſome Stools, ho, well have the 
Ladies Health, 

Sir Fobn. But why Stools, my Lord ? 

Lord. That you [hall ſee : the humor is, that two Men at a time are 
hoiſted up; when they are above, they name their Ladies, and the reſt 
of the company dance about them while they drink - this they call the 
Frolick of the Altitudes. 

Macd. Some Highlander*s Invention, !1l warrant :t. 

Lord. Gentlemen Maskers, you ſhall begin. They hoiſt Sir 

Sir , oby. Name the Ladies. Mart. Warn. 

Lord. They point to Mrs. /2:[iſent, and Mrs. Chritian, A Lon's 
Touche ! Touche / Mood. 


- . 
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Heolh this+ - 6006s Sic Jobs, now you agd 1 


Bi. What hgh Compary dc and ſings they. are taken down. 
Mod. 1 know not wha make oor. 


ms they are up, the Company daxce; about *em : then dance off. 
| Tony dances 4 fog. 

Sir Jobn to Tony. Pray, Mr. Fool» where's the reſt o' your Company e 
I would fain ſee*cm again. 

Landl, Come down and tell *em ſo, Cudder. 

Sir Fobn. I'll be hangd if there be not ſome Plot in't, and this Fool 
is ſet here to ſpin out the time. 

Mood. Like enough ! undone ! undone! 


My DE wk let me 'Ourhs Sirrah. | | 
Lan v5, | | 

Sir Fol. My Miſtreſs is gone, let we down Flt ti offers. to pull 

Landl. Thisis the —— way, C down the ſtools. 

Sir Fob. Hold ! bold! CD he break my my peck: 

Landl. And you will not come doven,. you Es y there, Cudden. 


Jy 45494 Landlord, dancing. 

Adoed. O arms ——— Log 

" Sir John. Is there na g a ofon, 
Afood. All this was = How Sir Fack. Ry 
Sir Jobn. *T was long Na in ite them hither. 
Med. O you young Garzomb , ninthus! 
Sir Job. You old Soft, you, to [=p wy t fo fallily! 
Mood. Come but an inch nearer » and Plifo claw thee. 
Sir Fobn. I hopel ſhall reach tothee. 
Aood. And *twere not for thy Wooden Breaſt-work there, 
Sir John. I hope to puſh thee down from Babylon. 


Entcy Lord, Lady Dupe, Sir Martin, Warner, Roſe, 
Milliſent veiPa, i Landlord. 


7rd. How, Gentlemen! what, quarrelling among your ſelyes / 
Xood, Coxnowns help me down, and let me have fair play; he 
[hall never marry my Daughter. 
Sir Martin leading Roſe. No, VII be ſworn, that he ſhall not, there- 


fore never repine, Sir, for Marriages, you know, are made in Heayen : 
1 fine, Sir, we are join'd together in ſpight of Fortune. 

Roſe pulling off ber mask. That we are indeed, Sir Marttr, and theſe 
are Witnefles; therefore, iz fire, never repine, 'Sir, for Marriages, you 
| know, are made in Heaven, 

Omnes. Roſe ! arr. . 


ſe avy Dan is Bagland fon 


me Is retry e was forme Miſtake in this : 
Par 4 & irall eg again, that every 
Warn, Wel farther to do with 
theſe Wamen, | i or my er rl hore. -vus, bur Pea fit down 
by the toſs, and content fy Redo But, Madam, 
do you ever think 1 will IIS We Wane 
. of 2000l. a Year? 


Sir Mart. Ang neremtes, ted horve 


7 aa oor r= 


Wars. I might inP andI had 
been in quacnr ( for a ——_— Int, for once, Sir., 111 
trult your good ETakes him dews too. 

rargh 7 Gentleman, it would oa me ! 


Af. Lay po! my Lord here. 

Lord. 1 nbd, -delcker —_ — though his Fa- 
ther's Sufferings; in the Tate Times, hath ruie*d his Fortunes. 

Mood. But yes he has been a Serving-man. 

Wars. You arc miſtaken, Sir, I have been a Maſter, and beſides 
there's an Eſtate of 800. 2 Year, only it is mortgaged for 600c!. 

Meed. Well, wel! bring it off, and for my part | am glad my Daugh- 
ter has mifs*d &n fine, there. 

Sir Fobr. I will not be the only Man thiat muſt fleep without a Bed- 
_ fe: low co night, if this Lady will once again receive me. 

La, Dupe. She's yours, Sir. 

Lord. And the ſame Parſon that did the former execution, is ſtill ig 
the next Chamber ; what with Cawdles, Wine, and Quidding, which 
he has taken in abundance, I think he will be able to wheadle two more 
of you into Matrimony. 

k 41. Poor Sir Martin looks melancholy? I am half afraid he Is in 
 _- | 
Warn. Not with the Lady that took him for a Wit, Lhope. 


Roſe. 
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